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| * Fooliſh prater, what doſt thou 


from Margaretta's eyes 
ting minute Sylvia tries 
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Fear not, — that I'll reveal 
Fie ! Celia, ſcorn the little arts 
Fill the bowl with roſy wine 


For ſhame, no diſputes o'er the glaſs 
For ſhame, leave off thy amorous trade 
For you who are rid by the fury Love 

Forgive me, Chloe, it I dare 

| Forgive, fair creature, form'd to pleaſe + 
 FSwolic and free, for born 

From tyrant laws cuſtoms free 

From place to place forlorn I go 

From good liquor ne'er ſhrink 


G 
Deus of England, frm Op gation) 
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Gen'rous wine, and a friend in whom I can confide 
Ghotts of ev'ry occupation 


Give, ye nymphs, O give your lover 
ive me Homer's tuneful lyre 


Give me but a friend and a glaſs, boys 
Good wine will drown forrow, will foften our care 


Hap Neptune, when firſt he took charge of the ſca 
Hail. Indian plant, to ancient times unknown 


He's a man, ev'ry inch, I aſſure you 
He's the director of each quaffing foul 
Here's to thee, my boy, my darling, my joy 
Here, my Chloe, ing maid 
Here's to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be merry 
Here the deities approve | 
How blefs'd he appears 
How happy are we when the wind is abaft 
\ How faint a joy the maid imparts 
How infipid were lite without theſe delights 
How ſtands the glais around 


. pleaſe | 
m not oue cf your fops, who, to a coy laſs 
e 898 
If lire to grow old, as | find I go down 
If the glaſſes are empty 
If Phillis dent s me relief 
If wine and muſic have the 
If the treaſur'd gold could give 
If gold could lengthen life, I fwear 
I you'd court the joy won't leave you 
Impatient with defaze, at laſt 


Give more love or more diſidain - 
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* In love and life the preſent 
la Cupid's fam'd ſchool would you take a degree 
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In vain a thouſand ſlaves have tried 


\  Inchanted by your voice and 


Jolly mortals, fill your 


face 


Indulge me, Stoics, with the bowl 
glaſſes 
Jolly ſouls, that are gen'rous and free 
It is not, Celia, in our power 
Julia, young wanton, „ 


KirpLy, kindly, thus my treaſure 


Kind relief in all my pain 
Lr the muſes Cupid 


id found 


Lay that ſullen garland by thee 


Let us dance, let us fing 
Let not love on me beſtow 
Let us revel and roar 


Let's drink, my friends, while here we live 


Let a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Let me wander, not unſeen 


Let's be jovial, fill our glaſſes 
Let ſoldiers fight for pay or praiſe 


Let feſtal joy triumphant rei 
Let the —1 thy 
Let the ſparkling glaſs 


Let the am'rous coxcom 


iſe confeſs 
5 round with free motion 
adore a fair face 


Let the waiter bring clean glaſſes 


Let wiſdom boaſt her mighty pow'r 


Let em cenſure : what care 


I 


Let me (love) thy bole aſcending 
Live, and love, enjoy the fair 


Loſt to the joys of life is he 


Love's a dream of mighty treaſure 
| Love is begot by fancy, bred 


Lucretia the empire of Rome did deſtroy 
M 


Mirn, admit me of thy crew 


Mis Danae, when fair and young 


Miſtaken fair, lay Sherlock by 
Mortals, wiſely learn to meaſure 


My joyous blades, with roſes crown'd 


b 2 
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let Celia, heav'nly fair 


{.. Obferve the roſe- bud ere it blows 

Of all the joys we e'er poſſeſo'd 

Oft I'm by the women told 

Ott with wanton fmiles and jeers | 
Old Qhiron thus preach d to his pupi! Achilles 

Adam, it is true 


Proud women, I ſcorn you, briſk wine's my delight 
y, Ractin'y at caſe on this ſoft bed 
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Ring, ring the bar-dell of the world 


Save women and wine there is nothing in life 
Say, good maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your butt 
Say, all ye friends that now are met 

Say, lovely Sylvia, lewd and fair 

__ 4 

See, ſee, my Seraphina comes 
von Gn Ge rove Alexis flies 

Sce what a conqueſt has made 

Seek not to know what mutt not be reveal'd 
Should I die by the force of good wine 
She tells me, with claret ſhe cannot agree 


- Since nature mankind for ſociety fram'd 


Since I'm born a mortal man 

Since drinking has power to give us relief 
5trephon, wh; that cloudy forchead 

que venal Belinda to grant you the bleſſing 

"or up all the delights this world does produce 
Sweet, Ol ſweet * 


Tax not the firſt refuſal ill 

Talk not to me of pedaat rules 

Tell me no more I am deceiw'd 

Tell me not Celia once did bleſs 

Tell me, dear charmer, tell me why 

That May-day of life is for pleaſure 

That which her ſlender waiſt conſin'd 

Tae feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 

Th'appointed hour of promis d bliſs 

The jolly bowl does glad my foul 

The ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills 

— man that is drunk is void of all care 
he wanton that pierces hearts 

The — — 8 

Ihe praiſe of Bacchus, then, the 

he wealth of Gyges I deſpite 

The mountain of Delphian god 

The doctor is fee'd for a dangerous 

The foldier diſbanded, and forc'd for to beg 


The hounds are all out, and the morning dces peep 


The mornĩag- lark to mine accords his note 
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Theſeus ſcarce had got on board 
ks up the ſhowers 


over, the is patt 


to pleaſure the powers do invite you 
— wo 
envious old a ms in to impair me 
Thus Ft belie — deſires * 
r 
Thus we'll drovn all melancholy 
Thus Pontius in rage contradicted his wife 
*Tis wine makes us love, and love makes us toy 
Tis wine that clears the underſtanding 
*Tis liberty, dear liberty alone 
Tis woman that feduces all mankind 
"Tis wine was made to rule the day 
u *Tis love that makes all nature gay 
"Tis come, my dear Harry 
To crown the cups which Bacchus fills with wine 
To fleeting pleaſures make your court 
To Celia thus fond Damon ſaid 
To the god of wine 
Je make the beverage divine 
To me the wanton girls inſulting ſay 
To heal the wound a bee had made 
Together let us range the fields 
'Two gods of great honour, _ and Apollo 


UnperneaTH this myrtle ſhade 

Uneafy we to feel the dart 

Upbraid me not, capricious fair 
. V 

Vzrvs, queen of ſrailes and love 

Vulcan, contrive me fuch a cup 
W 

\ War, he ſung, is toil and trouble 
We'll drink, and we'll never have done 
Were I to ch uſe the greateſt bliſs 
What Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is 


ory enen 


„ - 
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What tortures ſtrange does Celia make me prove 


"39 | What man in his wits had not rather be poor 
— 1 What's love? a medley of pleaſure and pain 
169 W bat beauty is, Jet Strephon tell 
1 What a pother of late 
9 When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 
— When with good wine the table's crown'd 
9 When Britain firſt, at heav'n's command 
— When the roſy bowl we drain 
7 When gay Bacchus fills my breaſt 
39 When Bacchus, jolly god, invite; 
* When [I drain the roſy bowl | 
When gay Bacchus chears my breaſt 
— When, lovely Phillis, thou art kind 
When tuneful Damon breath d the flute 
of When a comet preſumes 
— When I drain th'oblivious bowl 
+ When trees did bud and ſields were green 
Wwe When I furvey Clarinda's charms 
34 When beauty ſorrow's livery wears 
4 When yielding firſt to Damon's flames 
When charming Chloe gently walks 
7 When wint'ry blaſts, and ruffling ſtorms expire 
— When l was a maiden of twenty 
7 | When Phoebus the tops of the hill does adorn 
85 When firſt I ſought fair Celia's love 
66 When at my nymph's devoted feet 
When Daphne firſt her ſhepherd faw 
— When embracing my friend | 
— When gold is in hand 
When thy beauty appears 
5 Whenever, Chloe, I begin | 
l 9 When kirit procreation began X 
+ While Phillis is drinking, love and wine 


While the lover is thinking 

NI. While roles round our temples twine 
While o'er his bags the ſordid flave 

Whaltt health and blooming youth combine 

A hilſt wanton Cupids round me fly 

6 Whilit on Amintor's form I gaze 

{ Whilſt Lam carouſing to chear up my foul 

3 Who, to win a woman's favour 


Why are your charms by frowns defac'd 
Willy, ne'er inquire what end 
Will you 


Would you taſte the noontide air 
Would you gain the tender creature 
Y 


Ys good fellows all 
Te ippy fie whoſe hear ar fie 
Ye verdant hill-, ye balmy vales 
Ye mortals, whom fancies and troubles 
Ye belles and ye flirts, and ye pert little things 
Ye national ſchemers, a while me leave 
—— — 
Ve little loves that hourly wait 
Ves, yes, I own, I love to fee 
Tes, all the world will fure 
Yes, Daphne, in your face I find 
You fay, you love, and twenty more 
You've heard, no doubt, how all the globe 
Young virgins love pleaſure 
. Youth's the ſeaſon made for joy 


y 
Zeno, Plato, Ariſtotle 
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RECITATIVE. 
H E feſtive board was met, the ſocial band 
Round fam'd Anacreon took their filent ſtand. 
My ſons, (began the fage), be this the rule: 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool ; 
Where love and Bacchus jointly reign within ; 
Old care, begone! here ſadneſs is a fin. 

AIX. 


Tell me not the joys that wait | 

On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; 

Wealth and wiſdom 1 deſpiſe, 

Cares ſurround the rich and wile : 

And Bacchus, ged of wine and mirth, 

Me their friend and fav'rite own ; 

I was born for them alone. 

Bus'nefs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 

Give em to the fools I hate: 

But let love, let life be mine, 

Bring me women, bring me wine : 
_—_ 
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- Speed the dancing hours away, 
Mind not what the grave ones fay : 
Gaily let the minutes fly, 

So ſhall love, ſhall life be mine ; 


ID me when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 
When from my head the ſcanty ſtore, 


1 Lay the wither'd treſſes flow ; 

Now rolls impetuous on and free, 
Languid and flow ſcarce ſteals along, 

Then bid me court fobriety. 
Nature, who form'd the various ſcene, 

Of froſt and ſnow, of rage and fire; 
That age ſhould reaſon, youth defire : 
Shall then that rebel man preſume, 

Iaverting Nature's laws, to feize 
The joys of age, in youth's high bloom, 
And join impoſhbilitics ? 


No, let me waſte the preſent day, 

In wanton joys and wild excels ; 
In mirth, and ſport, and laughter gay, 
Woman, the foul of all ! 
And wine, the aid of love, be near; 
All charms me that to love excites, 


or SONGS. 8 


RECITATIVE. 


Ror.1c and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull ſelf-denying fools I fcorn : 


The proffer d bliſs I ne'er refuſe : 
'Tis often troubleſome to chuſe. 
Lov'ſt thou, my friend, love at fight ; 
Drink'ſt thou, this bumper does thee right. 
At random with the ſtream I flow, 

And play my part where-e'er I go. 


A1lR. 


Great god of (leep, ſince it muſt be, 
That we muſt give ſome hours to thee, 
Invade me not, while the free bowl 
Glows in my cheeks, and warms my foul ; 
That be my only time to ſnore, 

When I can laugh and drink no more ; 
Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But O! if melting in my arms, 
In ſome ſoft dream, with all her charms, 
The nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies ; 
Then, gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay, 
Slowly, ah, ſlowly bring the day 
Let no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy, 
Such fweet deluſion's real joy. 


CCC. OOO ONIE 
ILL the bowl with roſy wine, 


Around our temples roſes twine ; 
A 2 
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And let us chearfully à while 

Like the wine and roſes ſmile. 
Crown'd with roſes, we contemn 


Gyges' wealthy diadem. 

To-day is ours, what do we fear ? 
To-day is ours, we have it here: 
Let's treat it kindly, that it may 
Wiſh at leaſt with us to ſtay : 
Let's baniſh bus neis, baniſh forrow, 


WY 13 wine nicks us love, and love makes us toy, 
And each does the other uphold : 

FI think myſelf Jove, while theſe I enjoy, 

Nor own myſelf mortal till old. 


When old I am grown, and toying is paſt, 

In wine I muſt place all my joy ; 

And though I'm unfit for love to the laſt, 
Yet fill I can drink till I die. 


CrnorvUs. 


Then join em, my boys, make the bleJings divine, 
For men muſt be gods when they've women and wine 
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nature mankind for ſociety fram'd, 

8 24228, 
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rr round. 
We'll laugh and we'll fing, I 
And, removing all danger, we'll baniſh 
We'll mock at the cautious, and ſcorn all diſguiſe, 
Begin to be frolic, and ceaſe to be wiſe ; 
Till, void of reſerve, our jolly free fouls 
3532528 
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of life is for pleaſure, 

Dee. 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure 
In fighing, and crying, — Heighs ? 
ON. | 
By hers tune your pipe when tis : 
Fly round, and coquet it as ſhe does, 
Though when in the arms of a lover, 

It ſometimes may happen, I know, 
That ere all the toying is over, | 
We cannot help crying, — Heighs. 
. very one 2 new part takes, 
1 to my ſorrow, tis fo ; 3 
When old, you may cry till your | 

But no one will mind out — Heighe. 


s 


Accavs, Jove's delightful boy, 
=- Generous god of wine and joy, 
Still exhilarates my foul 
With the raptures of the bow! ; 
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Thus we falute thee with our early ſong, 
And welcome thee, and wiſh thee long. 


H' appointed hour of promis d bliſs, 
The pleaſing whiſper in the dark, 
The ſmile that guides us to the mark, 
Wben the fond nymph does ſhineſs feign, 
And hides but to be found again, 
Theſe, theſe are joys, the gods for youth ordain. 


| C , 


LY no more, cruel fair, but be kind and relenting, 
Enough has been ſhown of contempt and dildain ; 
Taſte at length the ſuperior delight of conſenting, 
For tis much nobler joy to give pleaſure than pain. 
Would you charm men of ſenſe, and engage their ad- 
dreſſes ; 

My Cloe, of pride, as of painting beware : 

For beauty conſiſts more in minds than in faces, 

And the maid's almoſt ugly, that only is fair. 


Peg A 

Let the fweet rofe, which leaves fo beauteous ſpreads, 
In fragrant garlands wrought adorn our heads : 
While ſparkling wit, as well as wine, we qualf, 


* A COLLECTION 


© roſe, the nobleſt of all carthly flowers ! 

Of fpring chief care, and dear to heav'nly powers! 
In dance, if Cupid with the graces join, 

His beauteous temples crown'd with roſes ſhine. 
Mine crown then, Bacchus, too; and as thy quire, 
Singing, dance round thy ſhrine, I'll touch the lyre : 


Old as I am, I'll dance amidſt the fair. 


Give me wreaths of cooling flow'rs ; 

See my garlands all are waſted, 

By my blazing temples blaſted ; 

But if flames of love invade thee, 
What ! O what ! my heart can ſhade thee ? 
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7. 
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” As full of champaign as an egg's full of meat ; 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he faid, 
He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead. 


Trim the boat, and fit quiet, ſtern Charon reply'd, 4 
* 2 you was drunk when you dy d. ; 
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Nay, the gods ſhall club to our pleaſure ; 
When we wallow all night, 
In an unknown delight, 

Aurora diſcovers the treaſure. 


Let us never repine, 
Whilſt britk wenches and wine, 

* Make the brims of our lives run over, 
Leave the how, and the what, 
To the politic fot, 


. 


And the when to the fool of a lover. 


And we nce'er take care for to-morrow 


CCC ͤ T 


WVnnner health and blooming youth combine, 
Begin, dear friend, to live ; 

Mal this bligi * hi \ 

Leſt fate no more ſhould give. 


jolly bowl does glad my foul, | 
The flowing liquor cheers my heart ; 
I revel free from all controul, 
"Tis this that does improve all art. 
The miſer may be pleas d with gold, 
The ſporting beau with pretty lats ; 


But Tm beſt pleas'd when I behold 


The nectar ſparkling in the glafs. 
t 
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THex god wine the table's crown'd, 
And the full bumper moves around ; 
How briſkly do the fpirits flow, 

The countenance how lively glow ! 


7 *® 
No moment loſe, for life is ſhort ; 
The preſent now's our only time, 
The miſting that our only crime. 


TrEPHON, by that cloudy forehead, 
Why ſo vainly crofs'd thoſe arms? 
Silly fwain, thy aſpect horrid 
Rather frightens her than charms. 
| Rouſe each dull and drooping ſpirit, 
: | Fling away thy myrtle wreath ; 
= Bumpers large of gen'rous claret, 
Make thee love and raptures breathe, 
To each letter of her name; 
Gods have deem'd it a ſpecific, 
Why not mortals do the fame ? 
Sce the high-charg'd goblet ſmiling, 
Bids thee, Strephon, drink and prove ; 
Wine's the liquor moſt beguiling, 
Wine's the weapon conquers love. 
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Alk not to me of pedant rules, 
I leave debates to learned fools ; 


Who ſolemnly in form adviſe ; 

At belt, impertinently wile. 

To me more pleaſing precepts give, 
And teach the ſcience how to live ; 
To bury in the friendly draught 
Sorrows that ſpring from too much thought; 
To learn foft leſſons from the fair, 

How life may glide exempt from care. 

Alas, I'm old! — I fee my head 


*With hoary locks, by time o'erſpread. 


Then inſtant be the goblet brought, 
To make me young — at leaſt in thought. 
Alas! inceſſant ſpeeds the day, 
When I muſt mix with common clay; 
When I mult tread the diſmal ſhore, 
And dream of love and wine no more. 


++$$$$4$$$$$p$++$S +++ 
owns of fweet roſes our temples ſhall twine ; 


'R 
C The pleaſing emblem of the roſy wine; 
Whilſt beauteous damſels trip it around, 
And every day 
Friſk it away, 
To the harp's ſprightly and delightful found. 


Love too ſhall join in the harmonious quire, 
Venus with foft airs the foul thall inſpire ; 
Whilſt jolly Bacchus, the gay god of wine, 
When Nature drops, 
From cordial cups, 
Shall pour freſh vigour, and life in each vcin. 
B 2 


12 A COLLECTION 
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Thus ev'ry paſſion uncontroll'd ſhall move, 


Doubly inſpir d by gen'rous wine and love. 
| Alix. 


Whilſt the glaſs goes nimbly round, 
New-rais'd fancies make me mcrry ; 
All my plagues in this I'll drown, 
| Here all cares Fl] bury. 
Buſineſs will I ever baniſh, 
States ſhall never give me pain : 
Wine ſhall all my wants repleniſh. 
Let the great man hug his chain. 
Wine's my pleaſure, 
Wine's my treaſure, 
Wine's the top of my ambition, 
And the lover's beſt commiſſion. 
Whilſt the glaſs, &c. 


+++ 33+$555935993334-# 
ſhame, no diſputes o'er the glaſs, then drink fair, 
At leaft, till we're all of us mellow; 
Of fortune and fate let us ne'er ſtand in fear, 
They're always kind to the good-fellow. 
In bumpers of red then let's drown all our cares, 
In ſpite of philoſophers rules; 
Who, for all their grey hairs, their learning, and years, 
At beſt, were but dull thinking fools. 


We muſt moiſten our clay, while our ſand runs away, 


Behind us to caſt all forrow : 


Take a bumper of claret, and drink it to-day, 
Perhaps we may have none to-morrow. 


Fo 
Fo 
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Rom tyrant laws and cuſtoms free, 
We follow fweet variety ; 

By turns we drink, we dance, we ſing, 
Love for ever on the wing. 


Why ſhould niggard rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial foul ? 
No dull ſtinting hour we own ; 
Pleaſure counts our time alone. 


Row place to place forlorn I go, 
With downcalt eyes, a ſilent ſhade ; 
Forbidden to declare my wo; | 

To ſpeak, till ſpoken to, afraid. 

My inward pang, my fecret griet, 

My foft conſenting looks betray ; 


He loves, but gives me no relief : 
Why ſpeaks not he who may ? 


"YEx1vs of England, from thy pleaſant bow'r of bliſs 
Ariſe, and ſpread thy facred wings, 
Guard, guard from foes the Britiſh ſtate ; 
Thou, on whole ſmiles do wait 
Th' uncertain happy fate 
Of monarchies and kings. 
Then follow, brave boys, then follow, brave boys, to 
the wars ; 
Follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
Follow, follow, follow, brave boys, to the wars ; 
Follow, follow, follow, brave boys, to the wars ; 
The lamel, you know, is the prize, 
The laure}, you know, is the prize. 
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Who brings home the nobleſt, the nobleſt, 

The nobleſt ſcars, looks fineſt in Celia's eyes. 
Then ſhake off your ſlothful eaſe, 

Let glory, let glory, let glory inſpire your hearts : 
Remember, a foldier, in war and in peace, 
Remember, a foldier, in war and in peace, 

Is the nobleſt of all other arts ; 
Remember, a ſoldier, in war and in peace, 
Remember, a foldier, in war and in peace, 

Is the nobleſt of all other arts. 


Dean 
Ex ' nous wine, and a friend in whom I can 
confide, 

And a cleanly bright girl I would have for my bride : 

PII keep a brace of geldings, 
An eafy pad to pleaſe my ſpouſe; 

Kind fate, what more I aſk, 

5 Ne'er to want my dear flaſk, 

And in friendly bumpers ever briſkly carouſe. 


Oo wine will drown forrow, will ſoften our care, 
"Twill make our hearts merry, and drive away fear: 
But a pox take the vintner who murders good claret, 
May he be a poor cuckold, and die in a garret. 
Good wine will divert us, when troubles affail ; 
"Tis this will revive us, when other things fail. 
Then a pox take the vintner, &c. 


= 
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Ourn's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty ; 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 
Let's be gay while we may, 
Beauty's a flower deſpis d in decay. 
Youth's the ſeaſon, Cc. 


Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours is not to-morrow ; 

Love with youth flies ſwift away, 

Age is nought but forrow. 


Dance and fing, time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ipring. 
Let us drink, &c. 


= 


ous Selinda goes to prayers, 
If IT but alk the favour ; 


And yet the tender fool's in tears, 

When ſhe believes I'll leave her. 
Would I were free from this reſtraint, 

„ Or elſe had hopes to win her; 
Would ſhe could make of me 2 ſaint, 


a Or I of her a ſinner. 
* * 
. ARK ! away, tis the» merry-ton'd horn 
2 Calls the hunters all up with the morn; 
7 To the hills and the woodlands they ſteer, 
- Ts unharbour the outlying deer. 


- 2 * 1 T 
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CnuorkUus. 


All the day long, this, this is our fong, 
Still hallooing, and following, fo frolic and free ; 
Our joys know no bounds, while we're after the hounds ; 
No mortals on earth are fo jolly as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we glow ! 
While the hills they all echo — halloo ! 

With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 
Then our ſhouts they reſound to the ſkies. 
All the day long, &c. 

When we fweep o'er the valleys, or climb 
Up the health- breathing mountain ſublime, 
What a joy from our labour we feel ! 


All the day long, &c. 


fweet roſy morn peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorning the meadows and fields ; 
„ ee 


Awake from your dunbe and bal th new day 
The merry, merry, &c. 


The ſtag rous'd before us, away feems to fly, N 

And pants to the chorus of hounds in full cry; 9 a 

Then follow, follow, follow the muſical chace, : 

Where pleaſure and vigorous health you embrace. 1 . 
Then follow, follow, &c. 

The day's ſport, when over, makes blood circle right, 

And gives the briſk lover freſh charms for the night. 


——- 
BY 
+ „ 1 


- 


* * 
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Then let us now enjoy all we can while we may, 
Let love crown the night, as our ſports crown the day. 
Then let us, &c. 


che eee, fe ofeofecfockk oo eofÞpofecfooieat 


ITHEE, Billy, 
Be'nt ſo filly, 

Thus to waſte thy days in grief : 
You fay, Betty 
Will not let ye; 

But can forrow bring relief ? 
Leave repining, 
Ceaſe your whining ; 

Pox on torment, tears, and wo. 

If ſhe's tender, 

She'll furrender ; 

I ſhe's tough, — een let her go. 


. 


222 at heav'n's command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 

This was the charter, the charter of the land, 
Rule, Britannia, Britannia, rule the waves; © 
Britons never will be ſlaves. | 

The nations, not ſo blcſs'd as thee, 

Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall ; 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 
The dread and envy of them all. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 
-.. 
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Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſc, 

More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 

As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 


Thee haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All their attempts to bend thee down, 
Will but arouſe thy generous flame, 
But work their wo, and thy renown. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


To thee belongs the rural reign ; 

All thine ſhall be the ſubject main, 

And ev'ry ſhore it circles thine. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 


Conquer hoſts, or ſtorm a town, 
Reign the mighty lords of all, 
And in fancy rule the ball. 


cn deere EnuMptDt wal een 


ox afk'd me but once, and I faintly deny d, 
Intending to ſnap him the next time he try'd ; 
But, alas, he's determin'd to aſk me no more 

And now makes his fuit to the fam'd Leonore. 

Yet why ſhould I grieve ? for I'm well aſſur d, 

Had he lov'd me, he ne'er would have ta'en the firſt 

word. 

Though he fawns and he cringes, III venture to fay, 
That man is a fool, that will take the firſt nay. 

Had his love been ſincere, and really in pain, 
He then would have aſk'd me again and again; 
But adieu; let him go; for I never will vex : 


A fwain that's in carneſt allows for our ſex. 


ax Chloe, how blubber'd is that pretty face? 
Thy cheek all on fire, and thy hair all uncurPd ? 
Prithee quit this caprice ; and (as old Falſtaff fays) 

Let us c'en talk a little, like folks of this world. 


How canſt thou preſume, thou haſt leave to deſtroy 
The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping ? 

Thoſe looks were deſign'd to inſpire love and joy: 
More orFnary eyes may ſerve people for weeping. 

C 2 
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To be vex'd at a trifle or two that I writ, 

Your judgment at once, and my paſſion you wrong: 
Tou take that for fact, which will ſcarce be found wit; 
Ods-life, muſt one fwear to the truth of a fong ? 


What 1 ſpeak, my fair Chloe, and what I writ, ſhews, 
The difference there is betwixt nature and art: 
F court others in verſe ; but I love thee in proſe ; 


The god of us verſe-men (you know, child) the ſun, 
How, after his journey, he ſets up his reſt : 
If at morning o'er earth tis his fancy to run; 

At night he reclines on his Thetis's breaſt. 


So when I am weary'd with wandering all day. 
To thee, my delight, in the evening I come : 
No matter what beauties I faw in my way: 
They are but my viſits, but thou art my home. 


Then finiſh, dear Chloe, this paſtoral war, 

Aud let us like Horace and Lydia agree; 

For thou art a girl as mnch brighter than her, 
As he was a poet ſublimer than me. 


EOS mner ric yiertntite? 


Madam, when ladies arc willing, 
A man needs muſt look like 2 fool; 
Tor me, I would not give a filling, 
For one that can love out of rule. 
At leaſt you ſhould wait for our offers, 
Nor ſnatch like old maids in deſpair ; 
If you've liv'd to theſe years without proffers, 
Your fighs are now loſt in the air. 


_— 


or SONGS. 21 


You ſhould leave us to gueſs at your wiſhing, 
And not ſpeak the matter too plain; 
Tia ours to be forward and puſhing, 


And yours to affect a diſdain. 
That you're in a terrible taking, 

By all your fond ogling; I ice; 

Indeed, is too mellow for me. 


0000000000000 OH 


ULcy, no more miſpend your prime, 
Nor truſt a future day : 
In vain you think that lovely face, 
Adorn'd with ev'ry blooming grace, 
Will not in time decay. 
Obſerve the lilies in the field, 
That plcafant ſcents and proſpects yield, 
How ſhort their beauty lafts ; 
How ſoon they mourn with drooping heads, 
In winter's chilly blaſts. 
Then to ſome youth thy charms reſign, 
(Oh ! may the happy fate be mine), 
And kindly crown his joys ; 
If in your bloom you yield to love, 
The ſwain will ever conftant prove, 
When age that bloom deftroys. 


=. 
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LL buſineſs, hence, avoid this facred round; 
To mirth and mighty love let ev'ry bowl be 
crown'd. 

The ſparkling nectar fee, it fans the lover's fire, 

And emulates thoſe fmiles its fprightly draughts inſpire. 
The gen'rous juice who ſcorns, and wears a fullen brow, 
Still let his miſtreſs frown, and he no pleafure know. 


To Chloe's name let's conſecrate the glaſs ; 

Chloe ſhall make each round with livelier tranſport pats : 
What though the brain ſhould rock, and fwimming eve 
ſhould roll ; 

Love, mighty love, does more ; intoxicates the foul : 
Then, like true ſons of joy, let's laugh at the preciſe : 
When wiſdom grows auſtere, tis folly to be wife. 
This tis to live; thus time is nobly loſt : 

To drink and love, is all dull man from life can boaſt. 
Thou fiend Reflection hence, mirth ſhall not be allay'd, 


— tapers waſte, and the pale ſtars ſhould 


. 
The morn's in Chloe's cheek, and Phoebus in her eves. 


OOO OUT Cotte! 


rn 
Can life or death diipenſe; 
Whene'er the frowns, her lover dies, 
Her ſmiles recall departing ſenſe. 
If barely to behold can move 
To ſuch a vaſt degree, . 
O let my rapture till improve, 
- Fo taſte as well as fee ! 


1 _— 1 8 i. 
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Als though ſhe be to me and love, 


I'll ne er purſue revenge; 
For ſtill the charmer I approve, 


Though I deplore her change. 
In hours of bliſs we oft have met, 


Aur's an echo, prattling double, 

An empty, airy, glittering bubble ; 
A breath can fwell, a breath can fink it, 
Why then, why ſuch toil and pain, 


- 
' 


Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain? 

| | Like her ſiſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, | 
And the worſt her favour find. 4 


FF 


F 
The god of love her charms to view; 
To wound th' unwary maid he thought, 
But ſoon became her conqueſt too. 
He dropt, halt drawn his feeble bow ; 
He look'd, he rav'd, and ſighing pin'd ; 
And wiſh'd, in vain, he had been now, 
As painters falſely draw him, blind. 
Difarm'd, he to his mother flies : 
Help, Venus, kelp thy wretched fon ! 
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Who now will pay us facrifice ? 

For love himſelf s, alas, undone ! 
To Cupid now no lover's prayer 

Shall be addreis d in ſuppliant fighs ; 
My darts are gone, but, oh! beware, 
Fond mortals, of Dorinda's eyes. 


eter Arie rr net bet rbet niogts 


| the bowl with ſtreams of pleaſure, 
Such as Gallia's vintage boaſt ; 
Theſe are tides that bring our treaſure ; 
Love and friendſhip be the toaſt. 
Firſt our miſtreſſes approving, 
With bright beauty crown the glats ; 
He that is too dull for loving, 

Muſt in friendſhip be an aſs. 


Pylades is with Oreſtes 
Said to have one .common foul ; 
But the meaning of the jeſt is 
In the bottom of the bowl. 
Thus, by means of honeſt drinking, 
Often is the truth found out, 
Which would coſt a world of thinking; 


Y fwiftly, ye minutes, till Comus receive 

The nameleſs foft tranſports that beauty can give; 
The bos frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And the in return yield the raptures of love. 


"> 


* 3 


or SONGS. 


Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 


CRORUS. 


Away, away, away, 
To Comus' court repair; 

There night outſhines the day, 
There yiclds the melting fair. 


Yen Uo Sf Van Wen Wan f Yon Ve 


Oot.15H prater, what doſt thou 
So early at my window do ? 
Why thy tuncleſs ferenade ? 

WelFt had been, had Tercus made 
Thee dumb as Philomel, 

There his knife had done but well. 


In thy undiſcover'd neft 

Thou doſt all the winter reſt, 
And dreameſt on thy ſummer-joys, 
Free from the ſtormy ſeaſon's noiſe, 
Free from the ill thou' it done to me; 
Who diſturbs or ſeeks out thee ? 


Hadſt thou all the charming notes 
Of the wood's poetic throats, 
All thy art could never pay 
What thou'ſt ta'en from me away. 


Cruel bird, thou'ſt ta'en away 


A dream out of my arms, to-day ; 
D 


m_ 
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A dream that ne'er muſt equall'd be | 
By all that naked eyes may fee. | 


Thou, this damage to repair, ] 
Nothing half fo fweet or fair, 


Nothing half ſo good canſt bring, 
Though men fay thou bring'ſt the fpring. . 


SDID0DID@ID2D0SDSSDISDISDIS 


gay Bacchus fills my breaſt, ; 
All my cares are lull'd to reſt, 
Rich I ſeem as Lydia's 1 


Tis better to liz drunk than dead. 


to purſue the ſcornful fair; : 
Let not not her vain deluding aic ; 
One thought of thine engage ; 
Leave her to ſtale virginity, 


Let pride in youth her torment be, 
And envy in old age. 


or SONGS, 


oE's the wonder of her ſex, 
"Tis well her heart is tender; 
How might ſuch killing eyes perplex, 
Wich virtue to defend her 
But nature, graciouſly inclin d. 
Not bent to vex but pleaſe us, 
Has to her boundlefs beauty join'd 
A boundleſs will to caſe us. 


TT TT TT TTTITTTTR RT RS, 


Our, be free, my lovely laſſes, 
Now we're o'er our gen'rous glaſſes, 
Let the maſk be thrown aſide. 
With our wine fweet kiſſes blending, 
You its virtues ſhall improve ; 
Wine our warm deſires befriending, 
Shall increaſe the power of love. 


Squeamiſh prudes may take occaſion, 
Whilſt they burn with inward fire, 
To condemn a gen'rous paſſion, 
Which they never could infpire : 
But how curs'd is their condition, 
Whilſt in us they freedom blame? 
Ev'ry night pant for fruition, 
Yet find none to meet their flame. 


Owe, come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here : 
— ” 
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In my preſence will appear; 
Love and harmony reign here. 
Sighs to am'rous fighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, bofoms burning, 


Boſoms with warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
Are the only tumults here, 

All the woes you need to fear; 


3 my Celia, het us prove, 
While we can, the ſports of love ; 
Time will not be ours for ever, 
He at length our good will fever ; 
Spend not then his gifts in vain : 
Suns that ſet may riſe again; 

But if once we loſe this light, 
"Tis with us perpetual night. 
Why ſhould we defer our joys ' 
Fame and rumour are but toys. 
Cannot we delude the eyes 

Of a few poor houſehold fpies ? 
"Tis no fin love's fruits to ſteal ; 
But the fweet thefts to reveal : 
To be taken, to be ſcen, 


Theſe have crimes accounted becn. 
| Ir Us 8 Ws | 5 Wa 
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gry coſt me many a pray'r, 
Ere I her kcart could gain; 


, 
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But ſhe ten thouſand more ſhould hear, 
To take that heart again. 


Deſpair I thought the greateſt curſe, 
But to my colt I find, 

Corinna's conſtancy fill worſe ; R 
Moſt cruel when too kind. 


How blindly then docs Cupid carve ? 
How ii divide the joy? 

Who docs at firſt his lovers ſtarve, 
And then with plenty cloy. 


FE TE in TE EE AEST SS = TA EM 


> t h a man be ſccure, 

That lite would cndure, 

As of old, a thouſand good year, 
What arts might he know, 
What acts might he do, 

And all without hurry or core ? 

But we, who have but ſpan- long lives, 

The thicker muſt lay on our pleafure, 
And fince time will not ſtay, 

Add the night to the day, 
And thus we may lengthen the meaſure. 


S2I02IS0I00SD0IS0@S00S0SSISSS$SI00vSI0I 
0 Row me with the branching vine, 


- Round my templcs let it twine; 
Ser ! the reeling god appears, 
With Silenus, green in years : 
Crown'd with joy, let them come, 
Welcome! welcome! welcome ! welcome ! 
Pour the fragrant oil, and ſhed 


QFrovs pertum<cs on my kead, 
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Cupid ſhall the fkinker be; 
Fill a glaſs, and give it me; 
Fill out more, you little fot, 
Till it overlook the pot. 
Mingle love and foft deſires, 
Tender thoughts and am'rous fires ; 

Let not jealouſy intrude, 
Trivial joys or noiſy feud : 

But let's drink, and be divine, 

Let our brother Phoebus ſhine ; 

Drink like him, like him appear, 

Freſh and blooming all the year, 

Gay and ſmiling full of life, 

Eaſy, quiet, free from ſtrife; 
Fraught with friendſhip, fraught with love, 
Let the hours ſucceſſive move, 

Paſſing unregarded on, 

Nor repine at what is gone ; 

But the preſent hour employ, 

With wine, or love's alternate joy 

Thus content, if rigid fate 

Calls us from our happy ſtate, 

We'll drink our glaſs, and throw it down, 
And die without a ſingle frown. 


8 and Venus one day ſtrove 

To warm Amyntor's heart, 

And give him all the joys of love, 
The joys without the ſmart. 

Says Venus, Then let every maĩd 
Beſtow a fav rite grace: 

No, Mamma, Cupid fmiling ſoid, 
Let's ſhew him Celia's face. 


PP A www ww um r _ 
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n 
Yet the's vex d it I give over: 
Much ſhe fears I ſhould undo her, 
But much more to loſe her lover. 
Thus in doubting, ſhe refules, 
And not winning, thus the loſes. 
Prithee, Cynthia, look behind you, 
Age and wriakles will o'ertake yeu ; 
Then too late deſire will find you, 
When the power does forfake you. 
Think, oh, think ! oh, fad condition ! 
To be paſt, yet wiſh fruition. 


Nee: 

Wes Bacchus, jally god, imvins 
In ſprightly dance my heart delights ; 

When with blithe youths I drain the bow!, 

The lyre can harmonize my foul : 

But when indulging amorous play, 

[ frolic with the fair and gay, 

With hyacinthine chaplet crown'd, 

Then, then the fweeteſt joys abound ; 

My honeft heart nor envy bears, 

Nor envy's poiſon'd arrow fears; 

By rankling malice never ſtung, 

I ſhun the venom-venting tongue, 

And at the jovial banquet hate 

Contentions, battles, and debate : 

When to the lyre's melodious found 

With Phyllis in the dance I bound, 

The blooming fair, the ſilver lyre, 

Should only dance and love infpire : 
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Then let us paſs life's peaceful day 
In mirth and innocence away. 


D οοο DDD 


HY ſhould I aſk to whom ſhe's kind, 
Since I her favours ſhare ; 

And none e'er cur'd a roving mind 
By jealoufy or care: 


Why ſhould I ſtill diſturb my caſe, 
Miſtruſtful of her charms ; 

And fear that ev'ry look betray: 
Her to fome rival's arms? 


Since, if Corinna truly loves, 
Reſtraint is needleſs ſure; 

And if her inclination rovcs, 

No ſtrictneſs can ſecure. 


Jy Ou OO OR Oe Oe 
WH a miſtreſs gay and eaſy, 
Ever free to give delight; 


Let what may perplex and teazc ve, 
Tis the bottle ſets all right. 


Who would leave a laſting treaſure, 
To embrace a childiſh pleaſure, 
Which ſoon as taſted takes its flight ? 


Pierce the caſt of gen'rous claret, 
Rouſe your hearts, ere tis too late; 

Fill the goblet, never ſpare it | 
That's your armour gainſt all fate. 


r 
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Wir an honeſt old friend, and a merry old fong, - 
And a flaſk of old port, let me fit the night long, 

And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repine, 
That they muſt ſwig porter, whilſt I can drink wine. 


I envy no mortal, though ever fo great, 
Nor ſcorn I a wretch for his lowly eſtate; 
But what I abhor, and eſteem as a curſe, 


Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs of purſe. 


Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs, and gay. 
Let's merrily paſs life's remainder away ; 
Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſpiſe ; 
For the more we are envy'd, the higher we riſc. 


Wo-:» you know how we meet o'er our jolly 
full bowls ? 
As we mingle our liquors, we mingle our fouls. 
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We drink, hugh, and celebrate ev'ry defire ; 
Love cnly remains our unquenchable fire. 


Oui v you taſte the noontide air? 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, 
Where woven with the poplar bough 
The mantling vine will ſheltgr you. 
Down each fide a fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murm'ring, as it goes 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, 
Round the languid herds and ſheep, 
Stretch d o'er funny hillocks ſleep, 
While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe ; 


All alone, — yet in her arms 

Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 
Till diess d and bleſſing you ſhall own 
The joys of love are joys alone. 


E good fellows all 
| Who love to be told where there's claret good 


ſtore, 
Attend to the call of one who's ne'er frighted, 
But greatly delighted with fix bottles more : 

Be fure you don't paſs the good houſe Money-glaſs, 
Which the jolly red god fo peculiarly owns ; 
"Twill well fuit your humour, for pray what would 

you more, | 
Than mirth with good claret, and bumpers, Squire Jones? 


—— 


. 
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Ye lovers who pine 
For laſſes, who oft prove as cruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine for lilies and roſes, 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, or tip of an ear, 
Come hither, I'll ſhew you, how Phillis and Chloe 
No more ſhall occaſion fuch ſighs and fach groans ; 
For what mortal ſo ſtupid, as not to quit Cupid, 
When call'd by good claret, and bumpers, 'Squire Jones ? 


Ye poets who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon's brook, 
Though all you get by't is a dinner oftimes, 
In reward for your rhymes, with Humphry the duke ; 
Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Apollo, 
Forſake all the muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old drones ; 


Our jingling of glaſſes your rhyming furpalles, 


When crown'd with good claret, and bumpers, 'Squire 


Jones. 
Ye ſoldiers fo ſtout, 
With plenty of oaths, though not plenty of coin, 
Who make fuch a route of all your commanders, 
Who ferv'd us in Flanders, and eke at the Boyne, 
Come leave off your rattling, of fighting and battling, 
And know you'd much better to fleep with whole 
bones ; 
Were you ſent to Gibraltar, your note you'd foon : 
alter, 
And wiſh for good carer, and bumpers, "Squire Jenes 


Ye clergy fo wiſe, 
Who myſteries profound can demonſtrate clear, 
How worthy to riſe, you preach once a week, 
But your tithes never ſeek above once in a year, 
e 
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Come here without failing, and leave off your railing 
'Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones : 

Says the text fo divine, What is life without wine? 
Then away with the claret, a bumper, Squire Jones. 


Ye lawyers & juſt, 
Be the cauſe what it will, who fo learnedly plead, 
How worthy of truſt, you know black from white, 
Yet prefer wrong to right, as you're chanc'd to be fee d; 
Leave muſty reports, and forſake the king's courts, 
Where dulneſs and diſcord have ſet up their thrones, 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, with all your damn'd 
entries, 
And away wich the claret, a bumper, Squire Jones. 
Ye phyſical tribe, 
Whoſe knowledge conſiſts in hard words and grimace, 
When cer you preſcribe, have at you devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion, be what will the caſe : 
Pray where is the need to purge, bliſter, and bleed, 
When ailing yourſelves, the whole faculty owns, 
Thar the forms of old Galen are not fo prevailing, 
| Ye fox-hanters, eke, 
That follow the call of the horn and the hound, 
Who your ladies forſake before they're awake, 
To beat up the brake where the vermin is found, 
Leave Piper and Blueman, fhrill Ducheſs and True- 
man ; 
No muſic is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: 
Would you raviſh your ears with the ſongs of the 
ſpheres ? 
_ Hark ! away to the claret, a bumper, Squire Jones. 
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ES, yes, I own, I love to fee 
Old men facetious, blithe, and free ; 
I love the youth that light can bound, 

Or fwim th harmonious round : | 
But when old age, jocoſe though gray, 
Can dance and frolic with the gay ; 

'Tis plain to all the jovial throng, 

Though hoar the head, the heart is young, 
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man that is drunk, is void of all care; 

He needs neither Parthian quiver, nor ſpear : 
The Moor's poiſon'd dart he fcorns for to wield ; 
His bottle alone is his weapon and ſhield : 


Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors ; 
He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, 
And boldly defies both proctor and devil. 


As late I rode out with my ſkin full of wine, 
I boldly confronted a horrible dun ; 
Afﬀrighted, as ſoon as he faw me, he run. 


No monſter could put you to half ſo much fear, 
Should he in Apulia's foreft appear ; 

In Africa's deſert there never was ſeen 

A monſter fo hated by gods and by men. 


Come place me, ye deities, under the line, 
Where grows not a tree, nor a plant, but the vine: 
O'er hot burning fands I'll fwelter and fweat, 

Barefooted, with nothing to keep off the heat: 
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FO Or place me where ſunſhine is ne'er to be found, 

Where the earth is with winter eternally bound, ; 
Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require : 
My bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with fire. 


My tutor may job me, and lay me down rules ; 
Who minds 'em but damn'd philoſophical fools ? 
For when I am old, and can no more drink, | , 
Tis time enough then for to fit down and think. 


"Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, | | 
For he thought Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain; 

His forrow he us'd in full bumpers to drown, 
And when he was drunk, then the world was his own, 


This world is a tavern with liquor well ſtor'd, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a lord ; 

My life is the reck'ning, which freely 1 pay, . 
And when I'm dead-drunk, then I'll ſtagger away. 
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rer. 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; 
But the nymph diſdains to pine, 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 


Farewell lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 
If Tm ſcorn d becauſe enjoy d: 
To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms, whilſt mine can pleafe, 
J love them much, but more my eaſe ; * 

Nor jealous fears my love moleſt, | | 
Nor faithlets vows ſhall break my reft. | 
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By cordials of wine love is kept from expiring, 


or SONGS, 
Why ſhould they ever give me pain, 
Who to give me joy diſdain? 

All 1 hope of mortal man, 
Is to love me — whilſt he can. 


Tree 
And makes me the ſport of the wanton and gay, 
Briſ wine ſhall recruit, as life's winter ſhall wear me, 
And I (till have a heart to do what I may. 
Then, Venus, beſtow me ſome damſel of beauty, 
As Bacchus ſhall lend me a cheriſhing glaſs; 
Silenus, though old, ſhall to both do his duty; 
And firſt claſp the bottle, and then claſp the laſs ; 
The bottle, the laſs, 
The laſs and the bottle, 
And firſt claſp the bottle, and then claſp the laſs. 


Hite Phillis is drinking, love and wine in alliance, 
With forces united, bid refiſtleſs defiance ; 
By the touch of her lips the wine ſparkles higher, 


Her cheeks grow the brighter, recruiting their colour, 
As flowers by ſprinkling, revive with freſh odour ; 
His dart dipt in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 
And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame more endu- 
ring. c 


And our mirth is caliven'd by love and defiring, 
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Relieving each other, the pleaſure is laſting, 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a- taſting. 


Then Phillis, begin, let our raptures abound, 

And a kiſs and a glaſs be ſtill going round; 

Our joys are immortal, while thus we remove 
From love to the bottle, from the bottle to love. 
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OW let us gaily drink, and join, 
To celebrate the god of wine ; 
Bacchus, who taught his jovial throng 
The dance, and patroniz'd the fong ; 
In heart, in foul, with love the fame, 


For life, what pleaſure can it give, 

If with anxiety we live ? 

And what hereafter may betide 

No living cafaiſt can decide. 

The days of man are fix'd by fate, 
Dark and obſcure, though ſhort the date. 
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Then let nic, warm with wine, advance, 
And revel in the tipſy dance; | 
Or, breathing odours, ſport and play 
Among the fair, among the gay. 

As for thoſe ſtubborn fools, that will 
Be wretched, be they wretched ftill. : 
But let us gaily drink, and join 

To celebrate the god of wine. 
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Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles; 
I'll tell you, young gentleman, what the fates 

will is; . 

You, my boy, muſt go, 

The gods will have it fo, 

To the ſiege of Troy, 

Thence never to return to Greece again; 

But before thoſe walls to be lain. 

Let not your courage be caſt down, 

But all the while you lie before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry : 
You'll ne er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 
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GUE us not with idle ſtories, 
Whining loves, and ſenſeleſs glories : 
What are lovers, what are kings ? 

What at beſt but laviſh things? 

Free I liv'd, as nature made me, 

No proud beauty durſt invade me, 


No rebellious ſlaves betray'd me, 


Free I liv'd as nature made me, 
F 
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Each by turns, as ſenſe inſpir d me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fir'd me ; 
I alone have loſt true pleaſure, 
Freedom is the only treaſure. 


not me your muſty rules, 
Ye drones that mould in idle cell ; 


The heart is wiſer than the ſchools, 
The ſenſes always reaſon well. 
If ſhort my ſpan, I leſs can fpare 
To pals a ſingle pleafure by; 
An hour is long, if loſt in care, 
They only live, who life enjoy. 


x, friend, leave off thy thinking, 


1 Caſt thy cares and love away; 


Troubles ſtill are drown'd in drinking, 
Do not, do not then delay; 
Bacchus cares not for thy will, 
But will have us drinking ſtill. 
Do but view this glaſs of claret, 
How invitingly it looks; 
Driak it quickly, or you'll mar it, 
Pox of figfiting, or of books: 
Let us have good ſtore of wine, 
Call the drawer, bid him fill it 
As full as ever it can hald. 
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© take heed you do not fpill it, 
Tis more precious far than gold; 

Let us drink, and then twill prove, 

Drink is better ſport than love. 


. 


AvE women and wine there is nothing in life 
That can bribe honeſt fouls to endure it : 
When the heart is perplex'd, and furrounded with care, 
Dear women and wine only can cure it. 
Dear women, &c. 


Come on then, my boys, we'll have women and wine, 
And wiſely to purpoſe employ them. 

He's a fool that refuſes fuch bleſſings divine, 
Whilſt vigour and health can enjoy them. 

As women and wine, dear women and wine, 
Whilſt vigour, &c. 


Our wine ſhall be old, bright, and found, my dear Jack, 
To heighten our amorous fires ; 


Our girls young and ſmart, and ſhall kiſs with a ſmack, 
And ſhall gratify all our defires; - 

The bottles we'll crack, and the laſſes we'll ſmack, 
Aud ſhall gratify, G. 


Hobo I die by the farce of good wine, 
"Tis my will that a tun be my ſhrine ; 
And for the age to come, 
Engrave this ſtory on my tomb: 

Here lies a body once fo brave, 
Who by drinking made his grave. 
F 2 
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Aud rot in a dirty church-yard. 


L me no more I am deceiv'd, 
That Chloe's falſe and common ; 
By heav'n, 1 all along believ'd 
She was a very woman; 
As fuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs d, 
She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſe d. 
She could do more for no man. 


But, oh ! her thoughts on others ran, 
And that you think a hard thing : 
Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the man ; 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm fure the's kind, 


FI take her body, you her mind; 
Who has the better bargain ? 


To the Nine I raiſe my fong, 
Ever fair and ever young. 


Sober counſels, then farewell : 
Let the winds that murmur, 
All my forrows to the deep. 
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All my foul unbends, — I play 
Gameſome with the young and gay, 


When the foaming bowl I drain, 
Real bleſſings are my gain; » 
Bleſſings which my own I call, 


Death is common to us all. 


ANG this whining way of wooiog, 
Loving was deſign'd a ſport : 
Sighing, talking, without doing, 
Makes a filly idle court. 


Don't believe that words can move kcr, 
If the be not well inclin d: 
She herſelf muſt be the lover, 


To perſuade her to be kind. 
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II at laſt ſhe grants the favour, 
7 And conſents to be undone; 


Never think your paſſion gave her 
To your wiſhes, but her own. 


OW dleſs d he appears 

That revels and loves out his happy years, 
That fiercely ſpurs on till he finiſh his race, 

And, knowing life's ſhort, chuſes living apace ! 

To cares we were born, 'twere a folly to doubt it ; 
Then love and rejoice, there's no living without it. 


Each day we grow older, 

But as fate approaches, the brave till are bolder ; 

The joys of love with our youth ſlide away, 

But yet there are pleaſures that never decay: 

When beauty grows dull, and our paſſions grow cold, 

Wine fill keeps its charms, and we drink when we're 
ag. | 


OW happy are we, when the wind is abaft ! 
And the boatfwain he pipes, Haul both your 
ſheets aft ! 


Steady, ſteady, fays the maſter, it blows a freſh gale, 
+ 466% antes: if the wind doth not 


"2 A, MIR although the ſhip roll, 
We'll fave our rich Equor by flinging our bowl; 
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love and life the preſent uſe, 
One hour we grant, the next refuſe ; 
Who then would riſk a nay ? 
Were lovers wiſe, they would be kind, , 
And in our eyes the moment find, 

For only then they may. 


20 


Int v, kindly, thus my treaſure, 
Evex love me, ever charm ; 
Let thy paſſion know no meafure, 
Yet no jealous fear alarm. 
Why ſhould we, our bliſs beguiling, 
_ By dull doubting fall at odds? 
Meet my foft embraces fmiling, 
Well be as happy as the gods. 


ET's drink, my friends, while here we live, 

The fleeting moments as they paſs 

This filent admonition give, | 

T'improve our time, and puſh the glaſs. 

When once we've entered Charon's boat, 
Farewell to drinking, joys divine, 

There's not a drop to wet our throat, 
The grave's a cellar void of wine. 
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_ Ive, and love, enjoy the fair, 
Baniſh forrow, baniſh care, 
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Mind not what old dotards fay, 
Age has had his ſhare of play, 
But youth's ſport begins to-day. 
From the fruits of fweet delight 
Let not fcare-crow virtue fright. 
Here in pleafure's vineyard we 
Rove, like birds, from tree to tree. 
Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


Crnorvs. 


To Comus court repair, 
There night outſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 


„„ 


Ovz's a dream of mighty treaſure, 
Which in fancy we poſſeis; 
In the folly lies the pleaſure, 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs. 
When we think, by paſſion heated, 
We a goddeſs have in chace, 
Like Bion we are cheated, 
And a gaudy cloud embrace. 
Happy only is the lover, 
Whom his miſtreſs well deceives; 
Secking nothing to diſcover ; 
He contented lives at eaſe. 
But the wretch that would be knowing; 
What the fair one would diſguiſe, 
Labours for his own undoing, 


Changing happy, to be wile. 
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TAKEN fair, lay Sherlock by, 
His doctrine is deceiving ; 
For whilſt he teaches us to die, 
He cheats us of our living. 


I0 die's a leſſon we ſhall know 

| Too foon without a maſter ; 
Then only let us ſtudy now 

How we may live the faſter. 


To live's to love, to bleſs, be bleſt 
With mutual inclination ; 
Share then my ardour in your breaſt, 
N And kindly meet my paſſion. 


But if thus bleſs d I may not live, 
And pity you deny, 

To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
'Tis I muſt Jearn to die. 


| Ox rals, wiſely learn to meaſure 
f Life by the extent of joy, 
Life's a ſhort and fleeting pleaſure : 
Then be gay, 
Whilſt you may, 
And your hours with mirth employ. 


Never let a miſtreſs pain thee, 
Though ſhe meets you with a frown, 
Fly to wine, twill ſoon unchain thee, 
Chear thy heart, 
And all thy ſmart 
In a feet oblivion drown. 
. 
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If love's fiercer flame ſhould ſeize thee, 
To ſome gentle maid repair, 
She'll with foft endearments eaſe thee, 
On her breaſt, 
Sink to reſt, 
Eas'd of love and free from care. 


Friendſhip, wine, and love united, 

From all ills defend the mind, 

By them guarded and delighted, 
Happy ſtate, 

Smile at fate, 

And give forrow to the wind. 


OW Phcebus finketh in the weſt, 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt, 
Midnight ſhoot, and revelry, 

Tipi dance, and jollity : 

Braid your locks with roſy twine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 

And Advice with ſcrup'lous head: 
Strict Age, and four Severity, 
With their grave faws, in lumber lie. 
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I'm by the women told, 

Poor Anacreon, thou grow'ſt old ; 
See how thy hairs are falling all ! 
a, peer Anzceen, how they fall 
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AIX. 


Whether I grow old or no, 
By th' effects I do not know. 
This I know without being told, 
'Tis time to live, if I grow old, 


'Tis time ſhort pleaſures now to take ; 


Of little life the beſt to make; 
And manage witely the laſt ſtake. 
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NpuLGE me, Stoics, with the bowl, 
And let me gratify my foul ; 
Your precepts to the ſchools confine, 
For I'll be nobly mad with wine. 
Alcmæon and Oreſtes grew 


But I, no man, no mother kill'd, 
No blood but that of Bacchus fpill'd, 
Will prove the virtues of the vine, 
And be immenſely mad with wine. 
When Hercules was mad, we know, 
He graſp'd the Iphitean bow; 
The rattling of his quiver ſpread 
Aſtoniſhment around and dread ; 
Made Ajax, with his fev'nfold ſhield, 
Tremendous ſtalk along the field; 
Great Hector's flaming fword he drew, 
And hoſts of Greeks in fancy flew. 
But I with no ſuch fury glow, 
No ſword I wave, nor bend the bow: 
My helmet is a flow'ry crown, 
In this bright bowl my cares I'll drown, 
And rant in ecſtaſies divine, 
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H! Chloris, tis time to diſarm your bright eyes, 
And lay by thoſe terrible glances ; 
We live in an age that's more civil and wiſe, 
Than to follow the rules of romances. 


When once your round bubbies begin but to pout. 
They'll allow you no long time of courting ; 

And you'll find it a very hard taſk to hold out ; 
For all maidens are mortal at fourteen. 
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LL my paſt life is mine no more, 
The flying hours are gone, 
Like dreams giv'n o'er, 
Whole images are kept in ſtore, 

By memory alone, 
Whatever is to come is not, 

How then can it be mine ? 

The preſent moment's all my lot, 
And that as faſt as it is got, 

Phillis, is only thine. 
Then talk nat of inconſtancy, 
Falſe hearts, and broken vow: : 
If I by miracle can be 
This long-liv'd minute true to thee, 

Tis all that heav'n allows. 
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8 naked almoſt, and more fair you appear, 

Than Diana, when ſpy d by Actæon; 

Yet that ſtag-hunter's fate, your votaries here, 
We hope you're too gentle to lay on: 
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For he like a fool took a peep, and no more, 
So ſhe gave him a large pair of horns, Sir : 
What goddeſs undreſt ſuch negle& ever bore ? 
Or what woman e'er pardon'd fach ſcorn, Sir? 


The man who with beauty feaſts only his eyes, 
With the fair always works his own ruin ; 

You ſhall find by our actions, our looks, and our ſighs, 
We're not barely contented with viewing. 
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S ſoon as the chaos was turn'd into form, 
And the firſt race of men knew a good from a 
harm ; 
They quickly did join 
In a knowledge divine, 
That the world's chiefeſt bleſſings were women and 
wine 


Since when by cxample, improving delights, 
Wine governs our days, love and beauty our nights : 
Love on then, and drink, 
'T'is a folly to think, 
On a myſtery out of our reaches; 
Be moral in thought, | 
To be merry's no fault, 
Though an elder the contrary preaches : 
For never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, was an age of more vice, 
han when knaves would ſcem pious, and fools would 
ſcem wif. | 
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$ fwift as time put round the glaſs, 
And huſband well life's little ſpace ; 
Perhaps your fun, which ſhines fo bright, 
May ſet in everlaſting night. 
Or if the ſun again ſhould riſe, 
Death, ere the morn, may cloſe your eyes; 
Then drink before it be too late, 

And fnatch the preſent hour from fate. 


Came, fill a bumper, fill it round. 
Let mirth, and wit, and wine abound ; 
In theſe alone true wiſdom lies, 

For to be merry's to be wile. 
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ar with the cauſes of riches and cares, 


W 
A That eat up our ſpirits, and ſhorten our years; 
No pleafure can be 
In ſtate or degree, 
But tis mingled with troubles and fears: 
Then periſh all fops by ſobriety dull'd, 
While he that is merry reigns prince of the world. 
The quirks and the zealots of beauty and wit, 
Though ſupported by power, at laſt ſubmit : 
For he that is fad, 
Crows wretched or mad, 
Whilſt Mirth like a monarch does fit : 
It cheriſhes life in the old and the young, 
And makes every day to be happy and long. 
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Axis forrow, let's drink, and be merry, boys, 
Time flies fwift, to-morrow brings care ; 
If you believe it, 
Drink, and deceive it, 
Wine will relieve it, 
And drown defpair. 


CHORUS. 


The fweets of wine are found in poſſeſſing, 

Its juice divine, mankind 's chiefelt bleſſing 2 

The glaſs is thine, drink, there's no exceſs in 

A bumper or two, with a chearful friend. 

Tis wine gives ſtrength, when nature's exhauſted ; 

Heals the fick man, frees the flave ; 

Makes the Riff ſtumble, 

And the proud humble, 

Exalts the meek, 

And makes cowards brave. 
Chorus, &c. 


'Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous lover ; 
Be briſk with your miſtreſs, denials deſpiſc; 
She'll cry, you'll undo her, 
But be a briſk wooer, 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize. 
Chorus, &c. 
"Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly forrow, 
Then who'd omit the pleaſing taſk ? 
Since wine's fweet ſociety 
Eaſes anxiety, 
Damn dull fobriety, 
Bring t'other flaſk. 
Chorus, &c. 
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Y dimpled brook, and fountain brim, 

The wood-nymphs deck'd with daifics trim, 
Their merry wakes and paſtimes keep : 

What has night to do wich ſleep? 


Night has better ſweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes, and wakens love : 
Come, let us our rites begin ; 

Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


Y the gaily circling glafs | 
AF We can fee how minutes pals : 
By the hollow catk are told 3 
How the waining night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play; f 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care ! 'twas made for you. 


ET me wander, not unſeen 

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 
While the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land, 
And the milk-maid ſingeth blirhe, 
And the mower whets his fcythe. 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale, 
Under the hawthorn in the dale, 
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H! how fweet it is to love! 
Ah ! how gay is young defire ! 
And what pleaſing pains we prove, 

When firſt we feel a lover's fire 
Pains of love are fweerter far, 
Than all other pleafures are. 
Sighs which are from lovers blown, 
Do but gently heave the heart ; 
Ev'n the tears they ſhed alone, 
| Cure, like trickling balm, their ſmart. 
Lovers, when they loſe their breath, 
Bleed away an eafy death. 


Love and time with rev'rence uſe ; 

| Treat them like a parting friend ; 
Which in youth ſincere they lend: 

For each year their price is more, 

And they leſs ſimple than before. 


Lee like ſpring-tides, full and high, 
| Swells in ev'ry youthful vein ; 
Each other tide has lefs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again ; 
If a flow in age appear, 
'Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 
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M not one of your fops, who, to pleaſe a coy laſo, 
Can lie whining and pining, and look like an aſs. 
Life is dull without love, aud not worth the poſſeſſing ; 
But fools make a curſe what was meant for a bleſſing. 
| H 
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While his godſhip's not rude, I'll allow him my breaft ; 

But, by Jove, out he goes, ſhould he once break my 
reſt. 

J can toy with a girl for an hour, to allay 

The fluſter of youth, or the ferment of May; 

But muſt beg her excuſe, not to bear pain or anguiſh ; 

For that's not to love, by her leave, but to languith. 


ILLy, ne'er inquire what end 
The gods for thee or me intend ; 
How rain the fearch, that but beſtows 
The knowledge of our future woes 
Happier the man that ne'er repines, 
Whatever lot his fate aſſigns, 

'Than they that idly vex their lives 
With wizards and inchanting wives. 
Thy preſent time in mirth employ, 

And confecrate thy youth to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more, 

Or this ſhall lay thee cold on earth, 
That rages o'er the Pentland firth, 

No more with Home the dance to lead ; 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


With blithe intent the goblet pour, 
That's facred to the genial hour; 

In flowing wine ſtill warm thy foul, 
And have no thoughts beyond the howi 
Behold the flying hour is loſt, 

For time rides ever on the poſt, 
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Ev'n while we ſpeak, ev'n while we think, 
And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


Collect the joys each preſent day, 
Aud live in youth, while beſt you may ; 
Have all your pleaſures at command, 
Nor truſt one day in fortune's hand. 
Then Willy be a wanton wag, 

If ye wad pleaſe the laſſes braw, 
At bridals then ye'll bear the brag, 

And carry ay the gree awa'. 
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ET's be jovial, fill our glaſſes ; 
Madneſs tis for us to think, 

How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 

And the wile are ſway d by chink. 


Then never let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare; 

We're ev'ry one as rich as Crœſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 

And our forrows quite forget ; 
Come, let us fuddle all our notes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 
When grim death is looking for us, 
We're carouſing o'er our bowls, 
Bacchus joining in the chorus, 

Death, begone, here's none but fouls. 


Godlike Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly, 
| H 2 
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Ever after 
Drinking fouls can never die. 
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Accnvs muſt now his power reſign, 
I am the only god of wine: 
It is not fit the wretch ſhould be 
In competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 
Make a new world, ye powers divine, 
Stock it with nothing elfe but wine ; 
Let wine its only produce be ; 
Let wine be earth, and air, and ſea, 
And let that wine be — all for me. 


Let other mortals vainly wear 
A tedious life in anxious care; 

Let ſtates and empires fwim or fink ; 
My fole ambition is to drink. 


Ince Tm born a mortal man, 

And my being's but a ſpan, 
"Tis a march that I muſt make; 
"Tis a journey I mult take: 
What is paſt I know too well; 
What is future who can tell ? 
Teazing Care, then fet me free, 
What have I to do with thee ? 
Ere I die, for die I muſt, 
Ere this body turn to duſt, 
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Every moment I'll employ 

In fweet revelry and joy, 

Laugh, and ſing, and dance, and play, 
With Lyzus young and gay. 
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PBRAID me not, capricious fair, 
With drinking to excels ; 

I thould not want to drown defpair, 
Were your indiff 'rence leſs. 


Love me, my dear, and you hall find, 
When this excute is gone, 

That all my blits, when Chloe's kind, 
Is fix'd on her alone. 


| The god of wine the victory 

| To beauty yields with joy; 

For Bacchus only drinks like me, 
When Ariadne's coy. 
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As Neſtor us d of old; . 
| Shew all thy {kill to trim it up, 
Damaik it round with gold. 
| Make it fo large, that, fill'd with fack 
| Up to the fwelling brim, 
Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake, 

Like ſhips at fea, may fwim. 
Engrave no battle on his check, 

With war Pve nought to do ; 


62 A COLLECTION 
Tm none of thoſe that took Maeſtricht, 


Nor Yarmouth leaguer knew. 


Let it no names of planets tell, 
Fix'd ſtars or conſtellations ; 
For I am not Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor none of his relations. 
But carve thereon a ſpreading vine; 
Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their limbs in am'rous folds intwiae, 
The type of future joys. 
Cupid and Bacchus my faints are, 
May drink and love ſtill reign ; 
With wine I waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 
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E's to thee, my boy, my darling, my joy, 

For a toper I love as my life; 

Who ne'er baulks his glaſs, nor cries like an aſs, 
To go kome to his miſtreſs or wife: 

But heartily quaffs, fings catches, and laughs, 
All the night he looks jovial and gay ; 

When morning appears, then homeward he ſtcers, 

* To fnore out the reſt of the day. 


That the ſober too often attend; 
Nor knows he a loſs, diſturbance, or croſs, 
Save the want of his bottle and friend. 


IT 
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LY care to the winds, thus I blow thee away ; 
I'll drown thee in wine, if thou dar'ſt for to ſtay; 
With bumpers of claret my ſpirits I'll raiſe, 
I'll augh and I'll fing all the reſt of my days. 
God Bacchus this moment adopts me his fon, 
And inſpir'd, my breaſt glows with tranſports unknown ; 
| The ſparkling liquor new vigour ſupplics, 
And makes the nymph kind who before was too wile. 
| Then, dull fober mortals, be happy as me ; 
Two bottles of claret will make us agree ; 
Will open your eyes to fee Phillis's charms, | 
And, her coyneſs waſh'd down, ſhe'll fly to your arms. 
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ovp women, I fcorn you, briſk wine's my delight; 
IU drink all the day, and III revel all night: 

As great as a monarch, the moments I'll pats, 
The bottle my globe, and the ſceptre my glaſs : 
The table's my throne, and the tavern my court ; 
The drawer's my ſubject, and drinking's my ſport. 
Here's the queen of all joy, here's4 miſtreſs ne er coy ; 
Dear cure of all forrows, and life of all bliſs, 
I'm a king when I hug you, much more when I kiis. 


Scans 


| Accavs, aſſiſt us to ſing thy great glory, 
Chief of the gods, we exult in thy ftory ; 
Wine's firſt projector, 
| Mankind's protector, 
Patron to topers, 
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How do we adore thee ! 

Wine's firſt projector, &c. 
Friend to the muſes, and whetſtone to Venus, 
Herald to pleaſures, when wine would convene us ; 

When our condition 
In worldly cares wants a cordial to ſcreen us. 
Nature ſhe fmil'd, when thy birth it was blazed ; 
„ 

Mirth will be flowing, 

Whilſt the vine's growing, 

And fober fouls at our joys be amazed. 
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ocemes, god of jorial drinking, 
Keep th' enamour'd fool from thinking, 
Teach him wine's great power to know. 
Herocs would be loſt in battle, 


If not cheriſh'd by the bottle. 
Wine does all that's great above, 
Wine does all that's great below. 


Shpbpbbb$+>+D 


Ur.. bags, a freſh bottle, and a beautiful face, 

Are the three greateſt bleſſings poor mortals em- 
brace : 

But, alas! we grow muckworms, if bags do but fill, 

Aad a bonny, gay dame often ends in a pill. 

Then heigh for brifk claret, whoſe pleafures ne'er waſte ; 


By a bumper we're rich, and by two we are chaſte. 
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Ix E does wonders ev'ry day, 
Makes the heavy light and gay ; 
Throws off all their melancholy ; 

Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 

And the buſy toy and play, 

And the poor and needy jolly. 


Men in years forget they're old ; 
Women leave their coy difdaining, 

Who till then were ſhy and cold : 

Makes a niggard flight his gold, 
And the foppiſh entertaining, 


E faces ſtand by, 
And our bright ones adore ; 
We look like our wine, 

You worſe than our ſcore. 


Come light up your pimples, 
All art we outſhine ; 

When the plump god doth paint, 

Each ſtreak is divine. 

Clean glaſſes are pencils, 
Old claret is oil; 

He that fits for his picture, 
Muſt fit a good while. 


All were lovers of the bottle : 
I 
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Poets, painters, and muſicians, 
Churchmen, lawyers, and phyſicians, 
All admire a pretty laſs, 

All require a chearful glaſs. 


 Ev'ry pleaſure has its ſeaſon, 
Love and drinking are no treaſon. 
All admire, &c. 


1 
All my cares are lull'd to reſt; 
Griefs that weep, and toils that teaze, 
What have I to do with theſe ? 

No folicitudes can fave 

Mortals from the gloomy grave. 

Shall I thus myſelf deceive ? 

Shall I anguiſh, ſhall I grieve ? 

Let us quaff the gen'rous juice ; 
Bacchus gave it for our uſe. 

For when wine tranſports the breaſt, 
All our cares are lull'd to reſt. 


ordnance-board 

Such joys does afford, 
As no mortal, no mortal, no mortal, 
No mortal e'er more can defire : 
Each member repairs 

From the tower to the ſtairs, 

And by water whuſh, and by water whuſh, 
By water they all go to fire. 
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Each piece that's aſhore, 
They ſearch from the bore; 

And to proving, to proving, to proving, 
To proving they go in fair weather; 
And whene'er they diſcharge, 
'There's a boom huzza, a boom huzza, 2 boom huzza, 
Guns and bumpers go off together. 
Old Vulcan for Mars 


Fitted tools for his wars, 
To enable him, enable him, enable him, 


Upon our Woolwich green, 


To have heard boom huzza, r 
He'd have own'd great Mazlb'ro' his maſter. 


E'Lt drink, and we'll never have done, boys, 


W Put the glaſs then around with the fun, boys ; 

Let Apollo's example invite us, 
For he's drunk every night 
That makes him ſo bright, 

That he's able next morning to light us. 


Drinking's a Chriſtian diverſion, 

Unknown to Turk and the Perſian : 
Let Mahometan fools 
Live by heath'niſh rules, 

And dream o'er their tea-pots and coffee ; 
While the brave Britons fing, 


And drink healths to their king, 
And a fig for their ſultan and fophy. 
1 2 
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as the hover i Baking, 
With my friend I'll be drinking, 
And with vigour purſue my delight ; 
While the fool is deſigning 


With Bacchus I'll fpend the whole night. 


With the god Ill be jolly, 
Without madneſs and folly ; 
Fickle woman to marry implore, * 
Leave my bottle and friend, 
For ſo fooliſh an end 
When I do, may I never drink more. 
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OLL r mortals, fill your glaſſes ; 
Noble deeds are done by wine ; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces : 
Who'd for love or beauty pine ? 
Look upon this bowl that's flowing, 
And a thoufand charms you'll find, 
More than in Chloe when juſt going, 
In the moment to be kind. 
Alexander hated thinking ; 


Drank about at council-board : 
He ſubdu d the world by drinking, 
More than by his conqu'ring tword. 


you at an office folicit a due, 
And would not have matters neglected ; 


— — 
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vou muſt quicken the clerk with the perquiſite too, 
To do what his duty directed. 


Or would you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She too has the palpable failing, 4 
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The perquiſite ſoftens her into conſent; 
That reaſon with all is prevailing. 


— 


. 


TA 
The darling allurements now chiefly in uſe; 

You'll find, if compar'd, there's none can contend 
With the folid enjoyments of a bottle and friend. 


For hononr, for wealth, and beauty may waſte ; 

Theſe joys often fade, and rarely do laſt ; 

They're fo hard to attain, and fo eaſily loſt, 

That the pleaſure ne er anſwers the trouble and coſt. | 
From jealouſy free, and from envy ſecure ; 

Then fill all the glaſſes until they run o'er, 

A friend and good wine are the charms we adore. 


122 that clears the underſtanding, 
Makes men learned without books, 


It fits the general for commanding, 
And gives foldiers fiercer looks. 


With a fa, la, la, la, &c. 


'Tis wine that gives a life to lovers. 
Heightens the beautics of the far ; 


5 ßv n 


70 A COLLECTION 


With a fa, la, ha, la, &c. 


Wine will ſet our fouls on fire, 


Fit us for all glorious things; . 
When rais'd by Bacchus we aſpire 


At flights above the reach of kings. 
With a fa la, la, la, &c. 


Bring in bonum magnums plenty, 
Be each glaſs a bumper crown'd ; 
With a fa Ia, la, la, Gc. 


E happy fwains, whoſe hearts are free 
From love's imperial chain, 
Take warning, and be taught by me, 

T avoid th” inchanting pain. 
Fatal the wolves to trembling flocks, 
Fierce winds to bloſſoms prove ; 
To careleſs ſeamen, hidden rocks; 

To human quiet, love. 
Fly the fair ſex, if bliſs you prize, 
The fnake's beneath the flow'r ; 
Who ever gaz d on beauteous eyes, 
That taſted quiet more ? 


How ſhort-liv'd is the lover's joy, 
How conſtant is their care; 
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The kind with falſchood to deſtroy, 
The cruel with deſpair ? 
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F I live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

Let this be my fate, in a country and town, 
May I have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate. 


 CruorUns. 


May I govern my paſſion with an abſolute fway, 

And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 

In a country-town, by a murmuring brook, 

With the fea at a diſtance, on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious plain, without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eafy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 
May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Plutarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before ; 
With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven ſon nor teal, 
And clean though coarſe Iinen at ev'ry meal. 

May I govern, &c, 


With a pudding on Sunday, and ſtout humming liquor, 
And a remnant of Latin to puzzle the vicar ; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy's wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c. | 


With a courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 
And when I am dead, may the better fort fay, 
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In the morning when ſober, in the ev ning when mellow, 
He is gone, and han't left behind him his fellow. 


For he govern'd his paſſion with an abſolute fway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


UREL14A, now one moment loſt, 
A thouſand fighs may after colt ; 


Defires may oft return in vain, 

But youth will ne'er return again. 
The fragrant fweets which do adorn 
The glowing bluſhes of the morn, 
By noon are vaniſh'd all away, 
Then let's Aurelia live to-day. 


AKA 


Owe, my faireſt, learn of me, 
Learn to give and take the bliſs; 
Come, my love, here's none but we, 
II inftruft thee how to kiſs. 
Why turn from me that dear face? 
Why that bluiſh and downcaſt eye ? 
Come, come, meet my fond embrace, 
And the mutual rapture try. 


Throw thy lovely twining arms 
Round my neck or round my waiſt ; 
And whilſt 1 devour thy charms, 
Let me cloſely be embrac'd. 
Then when foft ideas riſe, 
And your gay defires grow ftrong ; 
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Let them ſparkle in thine eyes, 
Let them murmur from thy tongue. 


To my breaſt with rapture cling, 
Look with tranſport on my face ; 
Kiſs me, preſs me, every thing 
To endear the fond embrace; 
| Every tender name of love, 
| la ſoft whiſpers let me hear, 
| And let ſpeaking nature prove 


Every ecſtaſy ſincere. 
CCC ²˙ 


EE, fee! the jolly god appears, 

His hand a mighty goblet bears ; 
With ſparkling wine full charg'd it flows, 
The fovereign cure of human woes. 
Wine gives a kind releaſe from care, 
And courage to fubdue the fair ; 
Inſtructs the chearful to advance 

| Harmonious in the ſprightly dance. 

| Hail goblet, rich with generous wincs ! 


See ! round the verge a vine-branch twines. 

See ! how the mimic cluſters roll, 

As ready to refill the bowl. | 

Wine keeps its happy patients free 

From every painful malady ; 

Our beſt phyſician all the year; 

Thus guarded no diſeaſe we fear; 

No troubleſome diſeaſe of mind, 

Until another year grows kind, 

And brings again our health — new wine. 
| K 
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Celia thus fond Damon faid, 

See here a molly carpet laid; 
And then her hand he preſs d, 
Free from the world's intruding eye, 
Here lurks, my dear, no buſy ſpy; 
He look'd, and figh'd the reſt. 
She ſtarted with a feign'd ſurpriſe, 
While pleaſure fparkled in her eycs ; 

Sure Damon does not mean — 
The ſhepherd ſtopt her with a kiſe, 
And prefs'd her panting breaſt to his, 

My dear, we are not ſeen. 


Then, by a thouſand kiſſes more, 
A thouſand tender oaths he fwore, 

His love ſhould never end. 
She call'd on all the powers above, 
And he was Damon's friend. 
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That gives freſh beauty to the ſun, 
That bids all nature look more gay, 
r 
And lovely, &c. 
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Risk, ſweet meſſenger of the morn, 
With thy mild beams this ifle adorn ; 


For long as ſhepherds ſport and play, 
'Tis this ſhall be a holyday. 


] 
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Each nymph be like the bluſhing morn, 
That gaily lightens o'er the lawn ; 
Each ſhepherd like the fun be gay, 
And frolic out this holyday. 


The morn appears, a roſy hue 
Peeps over yonder eaſtern blue; 

Come let us dance in trim array, 

And grateful keep this holyday. 

Come all ye honeſt Britiſh fouls, 

Let love and honour crown your bowls ; 
Rejoice, rejoice, and fport and play, 
This ſource of many a holyday. 


SSO 


Hus maidens belie their deſires, 
Yet languiſſi for what they refuſe; 
And though their breaſts glow with love's fires, 
Seem cold to the joys they would chuſe. 


The tongue and the heart are two factions 
We ſcarce reconcile till made brides ; 


Is now but like a pardon fent 
To one that's dead beforc. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd ; 
Now grant the bliſs too late; 
K 2 
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You hinder'd me of one I lov'd, 
To give me one I hate. 


I thought you innocent as fair, 

When firſt my court I made, 
But when your falſehoods plain appcar, 
My love no longer ſtaid. 


Your bounty of theſe favours ſhown, 
Whoſe worth you firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd medals down, 
And giving us the brats. 

O! ſince the thing we beg's a toy, 
That's priz'd by love alone, 


Why cannot women grant the joy, 
„ 
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Arn ones, while your beauty's blooming, 
Uſe your time, left age refuming 
What your youth profuſely lends, 
You're depriv'd of all your glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old ſtories 


To your unbelieving friends. 
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Cin er when den- are pat 
Love will have his hour at laſt 
Nature is my kindly care, 

Mars deſtroys, and I repair. 
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Take me, take me while you may, 
Venus comes not every day. 
Take me, Gc. 


ES, all the world will fure agree, 

L He who's ſecur d of having thee, 
Will be entirely bleſt; 

But twere in me too great a wrong, 

| To make one, who has been fo long 
| My queen, my flave at laſt. 


| Nor ought theſe things to be confin'd, 

That were for public good defign'd : 
Could we, in fooliſn pride, 

Make the fun always with us ſtay, 

'Twould burn our corn and graſs away, 
And ſtarve the world beſide. 

Let not the thoughts of parting fright 
Two fouls which paſſion does unite ; 
For while our love does laſt, 

Neither will ſtrive to go away, 
And why the devil ſhould we ſtay, 
When once that love is paſt ? 


his face the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the lily, glows ; 
His locks are as the raven's black, 
In ringlets waving down his back ; 
His eyes with milder beauties beam, 
Than billing doves beſide the ſtream : 


. 
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His youthful cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs ; 

His lips are of the roſe's hue, 

Dropping with fragrant dew ; 

Tall as the cedar he appears, 


I waſh thee away with ſparkling champaign ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother. 
And drive out one god by the power of another. 


When pity in thy looks I fee, 

I freely quit my friends for thee ; 
Perſuaſive love fo charms me then, 

My freedom I'd not wiſh again: 

But when thou art cruel, and heed'ſt not my care, 
Then ſtraight with a bumper I baniſh deſpair ; 
So bravely contemn both the boy and his mother. 
And drive out one god by the power of another. 
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He my Chloe, charming maid ! 
Here, beneath the genial ſhade, 
Shielded from each ruder wind, 
Lovely Chloc, lic reclin'd ! 
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Lo, for thee the balmy breeze 

Gently fans the waving trees ! 

Streams that whiſper through the grove, 
Whiſper low the voice of love. 
Sweetly bubbling wanton ſport, 

Where perſuaſion holds her court. 

Ye who paſs th' enamell'd grove, 
Through the ruſtling ſhade who rove, 
Sure my bliſs your breaſt muſt fire 
Can you fee, and not admire ? 
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NokxRN RAT H this myrtle ſhade, 
On flow ry beds ſupinely laid ; 
With od'rous oils my head o erflowinę, 
And around it roſes growing; 

What ſhould 1 do, but drink away 
The heat and troubles of the day ? 

in this more than kingly ftate, 

Love himſelf ſhalt on me wait. 

Fill to me, love, nay, fill it up, 

And, mingled, caſt into the cup 

Wit and mirth, and noble fires, 
Vigorous health and gay deſires. 

The wheel of life no leſs will ſtay, 

in a ſmooth than rugged way ; 

Since it equally doth flee, 

Let the motion pleaſant be. 

Why do we precious ointments ſhow'r : 
Noble wines why do we pour ? 


Beauteous flowers why do we ſpread 
Upon the mon'ments of the dead? 
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Nothing they but duſt can ſhow, 
Or bones that haſten to be ſo. 
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Crown me with roſes whilſt I live, 
Now your wines and ointments give : 


After death I nothing crave, 


Let me alive my pleafures have ; 


All are ſtoics in the grave. 
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ET foldiers fight for pay or praiſe, 
And money be the miſers wiſh, 


Poor ſcholars ſtudy all their days, 


And gluttons glory in their diſh : 


Therefore fill us the chearing bowls. 


Let minions marſhal every hair, 


And in a lover's lock delight, 


And artificial colours wear, 


Pure wine is native red and white. 
"Tis wine, &c. 


The backward fpirit ir makes brave, 


That lively which before was dull, 


Opens the heart that loves to fave, 
And kindneſs flows from cups brim full. 


"Tis wine, Ec. 


Some men want youth, and others health, 

Some want a wife, and ſome a punk; 

Some men want wit, and others wealth ; 

But they want nothing that are drunk. 
"Tis wine, &c. 


or SONGS. 


WO gods of great honour, Bacchus and Apollo, 
The one fam'd in muſic, the other in wine, 


In heaven were raving, diſputing, and braving, 


Whole theme was the nobleſt, and trade moſt divine. 


Your muſic, ſays Bacchus, would ſtun us and rack us, 
Did claret not foften the diſcord you make; 


Songs are not inviting, nor verſes delighting, 
Till poets of my great influence partake. 


I'm young, plump, and jolly, free from melancholy, 
Who ever grew fat by the found of a firing ? 
Rogues doom d to a gibbet, Co often contribute 
To purchaſe a bottle before they do ſwing. 
In love I am noted, by old and young courted ; 
A girl, when inſpir d by me, is ſoon won; 
80 great are the motions of one of my potions, 
The muſes, though maids, I could whore ev'ry one. 


When mortals are fretted, perplex'd, or indebted, 
To me, as a father, for ſuccour they cry; 
In their fad condition, I hear their petition ; 
A bottle relieves the oppreſs d votary. 


Then leave off your tooting, your fidling and fluting, 
Aſide lay your harp, and bow down to the flaſk ; 
My joys they are tiper than fongs from a piper, 
What muſic is fweeter than founding a catk ? 
Says Phoebus, This fellow, is drunk fare, or mellow, 
To prize muſic leſs than wine and october, | 
Since thoſe who love drinking are void of all thinking, 
And want fo much ſenſe as to keep themſclves fober. 


Came buxom bright Venus to end the diſpute : | 
L 
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Says ſhe, Now to eaſe ye, Mars beſt of all pleas'd me, 
When arm'd with a bottle and charm'd with a flute. 


Your muſic has charm'd me, your wine has alarm'd me, 
When I have ſeem'd coy and hard to be won ; 
When both have been moving, I could not help loving, 
And wine has completed what muſic begun. 


The gods, ſtruck with wonder, declar d by Jove's 


thunder, 
They'd mutually join in ſupplying love's flame ; 
So each in their function, mov'd on in conjunction, 
To melt with foft pleaſure the amorous dame. 


HaT Cato adviſes moſt certainly wile is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play : 
To mingle fweet pleaſure with ſearch after treaſure, 
Indulging at night for the toils of the day. 
And while the dull miſer eſteems himſelf wiſer, 
His bags to increaſe, he his health makes decay; 
Our fouls we enlighten, our fancies we brighten, © 
And paſs the long evenings in pleaſure away. 
All chearful and hearty, we ſet aſide party, 
With ſome tender fair each bright bumper is crown d; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, thus Venus delights us, 
While care in an ocean of claret is drowẽn d. 
See, here's our phyſician, we know no ambition, 
For where there's good wine and good company found. 
Thus happy together, in ſpite of all weath, 
'Tis ſunſhine and fummer with us the year round. 


or SONGS, 83 


THEE, fill me a glaſs, 
Till it laugh in my face, 
With ale that is potent and mellow ; 
He that whines for a laſs, 
Is an ignorant aſs, 
For a bumper has not its fellow. 


: nne 


AY, Leſbia, never aſk me this, 
How many kiſſes will ſuffice ? 
Faith, 'tis a queſtion hard to tell, 
Exceeding hard ; for you as well 
May aſk what ſums of gold ſuffice 
The greedy miſer's boundleſs with : 
With all the ſands that make its ſhore : 
When heaven looks with all its eyes : 
Or think how many atoms came 

To compoſe this mighty frame : 

Let all theſe the counters be, 

To tell how oft Em kif'd by thee : 
Till no malicious ſpy can gueſs 

To what vaſt height the ſcores ariſe ; 
Till weak arithmetic grow ſcant, 

And numbers for the reck'ning want ; 
All theſe will hardly be enough 

For me ſtark ſtaring mad with love. 


S late of flow'rets freſh and fair, 
I wove a chaplet for my hair, 
L 2 
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Beneath a roſe, gay ſummer's pride, 
The wanton god of love 1 ſpy d: 

I ed him, refolute of foul, 

And plung'd him in my flowing bow], 
Refolv'd to have a draught divine, 
And fairly fwallow'd him in wine : 
E'er fince his fluttering wings impart 
Strange titillations to my heart. 


Uri, young wanton, flung the gather d ſnow, 

Nor fear'd I burning from the wat'ry blow : 
Tis cold, I cry'd, but ah! too foon I found, 
Sent by that hand, it dealt a ſcorching wound. 


Reſiſtleſs fair ! we fly thy power in vain, 
Who turn'ſt to hery darts the frozen rain; 
Burn, Julia, burn like me, and that deſire 


RYE the roſe-bud ere it blows, 

While the dawn glimmers o'er the (ky ' 

Obſerve its filken leaves unfold, 
As fond of day's majeſtic eye ! 


At noon, more bold, in fulleſt bloom. 
It ſpreads a gale of fweets around; 
At eve it mourns the ſctting fur, 
And ſheds its honour on the ground. 


So beauty's baſhful bud appears, 
So bluſhes ia the eye of praiſe : 
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So ripens in the noon of life, 


And wither'd ſo in age decays. 


Time is the canker-worm of youth, 
It bites the bloſſom as it grows, 

It blaſts the flow'r that blooms at full, 

And rudely ſheds the falling roſe. 


Sec, beanty, fee ! how love and joy 
On youth's light pinions haſte away ; 

How fwift the moments glide along, 
And age advances with delay! 


Now, beauty, crop the roſe-bud now, 

And catch the eſſence as it flies; 
Let pleafure revel in its bloom, 

Let ume poſſeſs it when it dies. 


OOO GOUGUVFGIO 


ſhame, leave off thy amorous trade, 
Nor ftrive to prove a ſecond maid ; 
Not patch, nor paint, nor all your arts 
Can captivate the youngſters hearts ; 
Then why d'ye figh, or wiſh it dark, 
Frequent the playhouſe and the park; 
| Or with your wither'd cheeks appear 
Among ſo many moons a ſtar ? 
| When, Chloris, after all you'll be 
An old coquet of threeſcore- three. 
Phillis indeed may take the air, 
Or to St James's ſhades repair ; 
in her the blooming graces ſaine, 
And ev'ry bluſh appears divine ; 


86 A COLLECTION 


Venus herſelf attends unſeen, 
Whene'er ſhe trips it oer the green. 
Such ſports to youthful nymphs belong, 
And all the junior choir become ; 

But ah ! old mother, fie on thee, 
Thou wither'd wretch of fixty-three ! 
To Phillis all theſe ſports reſign, 


Go feck a rug and court the fire, 
And caſt afide the amorous lyre. 


Take warning now, and aim no higher. ! 


— 
equal to the gods in bliſs, 
Or taſtes ſuperior happineſs, 
Who may pleaſant with you fit, 


View your beauties, hear your wit, 
And ſee you fweetly ſmile : 
"Tis tranſport ! ecſtaſy ! - Ao 


I'm paler than the wither'd graſs, 
I'm breathleſs, motionleſs, alas 
I ficken, and I die! 


— — fe. 


1 
1 
q 
| 
| 


a 
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Al., Indian plant, to ancient times unknown, 
A modern truly thou, and all our own. 
If through the tube thy virtues be convey'd, 
Thou th' old man's folace art, the ſtudent's aid ; 
Thou dear concomitant of nappy ale ; 
Thou fweet prolonger of a harmleſs tale : 
And if, when pulveriz'd in ſmart rapee, 
| Thou reach'ſt Sir Fopling's brain, — if brain there be: 
L He ſhines in dedications, poems, plays, 
| Soars in pindarics, and aſſerts the bays. 


Thus doſt thou ev'ry taſte and fancy hit; 
In finoke thou'rt wiſdom, and in ſnuff thou'rt wit. 


LELLAELALALALALLAALAALLLL LILLE 


UR hearts at fifty, Czlia ſtill alarms ; 
Blooming till thirty, ſhe at fifty charms : 
While of the famous toaſts a younger train 
Have roſe to empire, and have ſet again. 
The oak thus through an age in pomp appears, 
And boaſts its glories at an hundred years : 
While the gay gaudy flowers of a day, 
Quickly ſpring up, and quickly fade away. 


DNDXDXDNDNONGRONDNON 


| Har tortures ſtrange does Czlia make me prove? 
Nor happy, nor unhappy in my love : 


When the is willing, then I ſhun the joy ; 

4 When I am willing, Czlia is as coy : 

| Both are in love; — who then could happier be ? — 
But juſt when I love her, ſhe loves not me: 

| When with a glowing heat my heart's poſſeſt, 
An icy froſt has chill'd my Czlia's breaſt : 


us A COLLECTION 


And when in mine there does a coldneſs reign, 
Why does my ſummer Czlia's winter prove? 

Why riſes love from ſcorn, and ſcorn from love 
Ah ! Cupid, end this jeſt, my riddling boy, 

Make me leis am'rous, or make her lefs coy : 

Burn or freeze both, that both our breaſts may hold 
A mutual fire, or elſe a mutual cold. 


TSDSISVSISSISSSSTISSINTSC I 


purple tapeſtry, briſk and gay 
With wine, at night I ſleeping lay, 
Midſt virgins, fporting on the plain 

A fwift long courſe I ſeem d to ſtrain. 
Some boys more fwift than Bacchus near. 
Envying my paſtime with the fair, 
In laughter loud, and bitter jeſt, 
The malice of their hearts expreſt. 
The girls I ſtrove to kiſs, but they, 
With fleep, fled from me all away. 
Thus left alone, and fad, I fain 


Would cloſe my eyes to ſlecp again. a 
Mee 
Tes“ grandeur, Sardian king, 
Care to me can never bring. 


Ne er in gold's bright fetters bound, 
Can 1 envy tyrants crown'd. 
To perfume, is my chief care: 


—_ 


«>» 


— — 
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My chief care with roſes twin'd 


Is my fragrant brows to bind. 
All my care this inſtant now 
Claims : to-morrow who can know ? 
Whilſt the ſky's ſerene and gay, 
Drink, then driak, I fay, and play, 
Due libations, this bright hour, 
Sacred to Lyzus pour ; 
Ere Diſcaſe with ſudden pain 
Cry, Thou ne'er muſt drink again. 


T the ſign of the ſun, 
As ſure as a gun, 


| You'll find us inſpired with port; 


Without children or wives, 
To ruffle onr lives, 
And free from dependence at court. 
Thus, by freedom and wine, 
Like ſuns we all ſhine; 
And when you ſhall our footſteps have trod, 
With each gen'rous foul, 
Your fame we'll enroll, 
And adopt you the fon of our god. 


CNRCEHNSER DEBS NET 


Ac fleeting minute Sylvia tries 
Some curious delicate diſguiie. 
Now ſhe bills like any dove, 
And cooes, and cooes, and cooes out love. 
Frowns fucceed — the bids her fwaia 
Never think ſhe'll love again. 
M 
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Now ſhe's coy, and now ſhe's free ; 

Now ſhe will, and won't agree: 

Now ſhe's vex'd, — and now ſhe's pleas'd ; 


To plague herſelf as well as you. 
Try for once to be fincere. 

Believe, — however hard the taſk, 
Your ſex can't wear a ſurer maſk. 


HODOOEDSS0S000S0000000 0080 


ſhould 2 heart fo tender break ? 
O Myra! give its anguiſh eaſe : 

The uſe of beauty you miſtake, 
Not meant to vex, but pleaſe. 

Thoſe lips for fmiling were deſign'd, 
That boſom to be preſt, 

Your eyes to languiſh and look kind, 
For am'rous arms your waſte. 

Each thing has its appointed right 
Eftabliſh'd by the powers above ; 
The fun and ſtars give warmth and light, 

The fair diſtribute love. 


eee e e 


ime. ſweet girls, the foaming bow!, 
And let me gratify my foul : 

1 faint with thirſt, — the heat of day 
Has drunk my very lite away. 

O ! lead me to yon cooling bowers, 
And give me freſher wreaths of flowers ; | 


or 8S8ONGS. 


For thoſe that now my temples ſhade, | 

Scorch'd by my burning forehead, fade ; \ 
But, O my heart ! what can remove, 

What wines, what ſhades, this heat of love ? 

Theſe are all vain, alas! I find; 
Love is the fever of the mind. 


727 ͤ T—T—U——ͤ —— 


My4aTIENT with deſire, at laſt, 

I ventur'd to lay form aſide : 
Twas I was modeſt, not ſhe chaſte ; 

Celia fo gently preſs d comply'd 


With idle awe, an am'rovs fool, 
I gaz'd upon her eyes with fear ; 
Say, love, how came your flave fo dull 
To read no better there ? 


Thus to ourſelves the greateſt foes, 
Although the nymph be well inclin'd, 

For want of courage to propoſe, 

By our own folly ſhe's unkind. 


Ove is begot by fancy, bred 

By ignorance, by expectation fed; 
Deſtroy'd by knowledge, and at beſt 
Loſt in the moment tis poſſeſt. 
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aan? | "om then, the fweet muſician 
fung ; 


Of Bacchus ever fair and ever young : 

The jolly god in triumph comes, | 
Sound the trumpets, beat the drums; | 
Flaſh'd with a purple grace, 
© He thews his honelt face. | | 
Now give the hautboys breath, he comes, he comes. 
Bacchus, ever fair and and young, | 
Bacchus” bleſſings are a treaſure, 

Drinking is the foldier's pleaſure : f 


Tranſported above meaſure, 
To claſp my only treaſure, | 
When by conſent we meet | 


or SONGS. 


R1SSA's charms poor Strephon ſtruck ; 

He fain would have been billing : 

But yet the fair the lad forſook, 
To ſhow her power of killing. 


Forth from her eyes ſuch beauties ſtart, 
They mortal man confounded : 


The youths were whipp'd quite through the heart, 


Ere they knew they were wounded. 


But when old Time, with ſcythe fo ſharp, 
Had crofs the forehead ftruck her, 
And ev'ry charm began to warp, 

The ſtriplings all forſook her. 


Oh! then the hag began to curſe, 

| Her time ſhe palg'd no better; 
Yet ſtill before that bad grew worſe, 
She hop'd ſome youth would take her. 

But hopes are vain when beauty's gone ; 
No lovers now aflail her; 

We never into priſon run, 
But when we like the jailor. 

Then, cruel fair ones, think how toon 
You'll this fad caſe remember; 

The bedtcllow you hate in June, 
Would warm you in December. 


i | 1 * X * 
CO. 


W uk. tuneful Damon breath'd the flute, 
| How ev'ry hcart did beat ! 
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The waters huſh'd, the birds were mute, : 
Nor could th' unequal ſtrains diſpute, 
The muſic was fo ſweet. 
The liſt ning virgins flock'd 3 
Whilſt the inchanter play'd, 
They bluſh'd, and trembled at the found, 
Whilſt ev'ry tender finger crown'd 
Him monarch of the ſhade. 


The lovely victor ſmiling lay, 

His triumph to ſurvey ; 

He threw his breathleſs pipe afide, 
To pleaſe a better way. 


WY = comet gout: 
To fweep heaven's rooms, 
With a tail as long as a beſom; 


W Ry Gig will ven or otfe plate em 


But fear not, my friends, 
What this comet portends ; 
For if any wonders befal, 
They will be for the beſt, 
It muſt be confeſt, 
Or no wonders can happen at all, 


SSS ο,— 


Hex I drain th' oblivious bowl, 


— — — 
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My tongue, which love and wine infpire, 
By turns relieves the ſilver lyre. 
When Bacchus fires me with delight, 
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To winds that tempeſt all the ſca. 

Be it fair abroad, or foul, 

All is fair within my foul. 

When I fwill the roſy ſhow'r, 

Life exerts her ev'ry pow'r. 

Bacchus, full of mirthful play, 

Ever ſmiling, ever gay, 

His round, plump, chearful face does ſhine, 

Roſy bright with roſy wine. 

To the bliſsful bow'r 1 fly, 

With the fair to crown my joy. 

When the nectar ſtreams I taſte, 

With roly wreaths my temples grac'd, 

Ot life I ſing the various ſcene. 

When in wine I drown my woes, 

Balmy fragrance round me flows ; 

While to my breaſt the fair does cling, 

Of beauty, and of love I ſing. 
When the wreath'd rofy bowl I drain, 

Pleaſures dart through ev'ry veia ; 

My free foul at large expands, 

In dance I join the choral bands. 


LS oa lth ad 


Mast we to nl the duet ! 
Uneaſy nat to feel the ſmart ! 
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Uneaſy moſt to feel the pain 
Of love, when not belov'd again 


Love, birth and empty honour ſcorns ; 
Love, beauty, wit, and fcience ſpurns ; 
"Tis gold alone the fair one warms ; 
"Tis gold alone the fancy charms ; 

"Tis gold that all their graces ſhare ; 
"Tis gold engroſſes all the fair. 

All plagues in one, oh ! may he prove ! 
Deſpairing, ſigh his laſt in love; 

Burn on, unpitied, to the end, 
With none his paſſion to befriend, 
Who firſt made gold the curſed pledge 
In love, to funder hearts the wedge. 
Gold! that feeds of ſtrife does ſow, 
Which 'mong friends and kindred grow ; 
Gold ! that cauſes endleſs jars ; 

Gold ! that fires immortal wars ; 
Gold ! that deforms th embattl d plain 
With ſeas of blood, and hills of lain ; 
And (what's more fatal to behold) 


Victims we lovers fall to gold 
6000000000000 000000 


ERrE's to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be merry, 
And drown all our cares in full bumpers of 
merry; 
Commit ev'ry care to the guardians above, 
And we'l} live like immortals in pleafure and love. 
Here's Phillis's health, lo! the liquor flows higher; 
"Tis Phillis's name that awakens the fire : 
Since the liquor is clear, let onr eloquence ſhine, 
Aud fancy be briſk, as the ſparkling wine. 
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Ye nymphs, and ye graces, ye Cupids, ye ſwains, 
Go pluck the ſweet roſes, the pride of the plains ; 
Pluck only fach roſes are worthy the fair, 

And weave her a chaplet with diligent care : 
While io yon cool poplar's kind ſhade we retire, 
To melt in embraces and mingle our fire; 

in languithing bliſſes, we'll live, and we'll die. 
Sha'l melt in the flames that I catch at her eye. 


FFC 


8 * good maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your butt, 
Since our champaign's all gone, and our claret's 


run out, | 
Which of all the briſk wines in your empire that grow, 
Will ferve to delight your poor drunkards below? 
Reſolve us, grave Sir, and foon fend it over, 
Leſt we dic of the fin of being too ſober. * 
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HE wealth of Gyges I deſpiſe, 
Gems have no charms to tempt the wile ; 
Riches I leave, and ſuch vain things, 
To the low aim and pride of kings. 
Let my bright hair with unguents flow, 
With roſy garlands crown my brow : 
This tun ſhall roll in joy away; 
To-morrow is a diſtant day. 

Then while the hour ſerenely ſhines, 
Tots the gay dye, and quaff thy wines ; 
But ever, in the genial hour, 

To Bacchus the libation pour, 

N 
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Leſt death in wrath approach, and cry, 
Man, — taſte no more the cup of joy. 


FRE 


.es 

You ſee, is wrapp'd in ſheets of ſnow : 
Their hoary heads dejected bow; 

And glew'd with ice unto the ſhore, 

The active ſtreams can roll no more. 


With rouſing fires the cold deſtroy, 
And ſet about the flowing bowl; 
Bleed ev'ry grape to give us joy, 
To cheriſh and exalt the foul. 
Hereafter to the gods refagn ; | | 
Be theirs the care, enjoyment thine. 
To them this earth, their foot-ball, leave, 
1 To kick and tumble as they pleaſe; 
Prom them the ſtorms permiſſion have, 
F To box about the roaring ſeas; 
Yet ftill fubjefted to their will, 
If they but nod, are huſh and fill. 
To-r-wrow and its cares deſpiſe, 
The preſent moment is thy own ; 
Then ſnatch it quickly ere it flies, 
And ſcore it up as clearly won; 
Nor ſcruple to indulge the fire 
Of youthtul love, and gay deſire. 


Old age will quickly pall the taſte, 
And blunt the edge of ſprightix joys, 


I 
- 
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With dozing ſadneſs fill the breaſt, 
And give no reliſh but for toys. 
Youth is alone the time can prove 
Delights of exerciſe, or love. 
The gentle talk, the ſoft embrace, 
In ſome retir'd and duſky ſhade; 
The feigning hidden maid to trace, 
By her own treach'rous laugh betray'd : 
Be theſe thy care, thy buſineſs ſtill; 
Such pleaſures youth alone can feel. 


And when, with ſtruggling in your arms, 
Is rons'd, and fluſhing all with charms, 
Secure her hand, and ſnatch her ring; 
Then all her frowns are but a blind, 
'Tis pledge enough ſhe will be kind. 
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Curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be pleaſing ; 
The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, is but teaſing. 
What then in love can woman do ? 
If we grow fond, they ſhun us, 
And when we fly them, they purſue, 
But leave us when they've won us. 


eee 


Sag to my arms, my treaſure, 
Thou ſpring of all my joy, 
N 2 
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Without thy aid all pleaſure 


Muſt languiſh, fade, and die. 
In vain is all reſiſtance, 
When arm'd with thy aſſiſtance, 
What fair one can deny ? 
Then fill around the glafles, 
And thus we'll drink and chant, 
May all the dear, kind laſſes 


Have all they with or want. 
GOOD GGG 
1 
| 


Owan, nature's greateſt beauty, 
Was alone deſign'd for man; 
It therefore is each mortal's duty, 
To enjoy it whilſt he can. 
No more denying, 
Be complying, | 
Joys are nigh you, | 
Youth will fly you, | 
For our life is but a ſpan. ? 
For, Gc. * 
Aſk old mortals paſt the pleaſure, 
If they would be young again, 
They'd give their golden heaps of trcaſiuc, 
But they muſt defire in vain. 


Always whining, | ks 
Ever pining, 

Always ſighing, | 
Ever crying, , 


Oh! that I were young again, 
Oh! Sc. 
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Yield then quickly, charmer, eaſe me | 
Whilſt thy beauty's in its prime ; 
The joys I'm fare I know will pleaſe thee, 
And no more be call d a crime. 


Souls uniting, |; 


All excites the happy time. | 
All, &c. | 
NG r $ AS * | r 

I IS woman that ſeduces all mankind ; 


By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts: 
Her very eycs can cheat; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
WW She tricks ns of our money with our hearts. 
| For her, like wolves by night, we roam for prey, 
| And praCtile every traud to bribe her charms, 
| For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 
( And beauty muſt be tee'd into our arms. 
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HE doctor is fee'd for a dangerous draught, 
Which cures half a dozen, and kills half a fcore ; 
Of all the beſt drugs the diſpenſaries taught, 
'T were well could each cure one diſeaſe, and no more: 
But here's the juice 
Of ſovereign ule, 
"Twill cure your diſtempers whatever they be, 
In body or ſpit 
| Where-ever you bear it ; | 
b Take of this a large doſe, and it ſoon ſets you free. 


„ 


toz A COLLECTION 


By cunning directors if trick d of your pelf, 
Your loſſes a doſe of good claret can heal; 
Or if you have been a director yourſelf, 
Vill teach you no loſs of your honour to feel, 
Stocks fall or riſe, 
Tell truth or lies, 
Your fame and your fortune here remedy find ; 
It Sylvia be cruel, 
Take this water-gruel, 
"Twill ſoon cure the fever that burns up your mind. 


DEXEOROUORINRNREDORDCDODS 


NUs, queen of ſmiles and love, 
Quit, O, quit the ſkies above! 
To my lowly roof deſcend, 

At the mirthful feaſt attend ; 

Hand the golden goblet round, 

With delicious nectar crown'd : 

None but joyous friends you'll ſee, 
Friends of Venus and of me. 


Your heart, like mine to move, 
You tell me of the crying fin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs love. 


How can that paſſion be a fin, 
Which gave to Chloe birth ? 
How can thoſe joys but be divine, 
Which make a heav'n on earth ? 


6x SONGS. 
To wed, mankind the prieſts trepann d, | 


And ditobey'd God's great command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 

You fay, that love's a crime, content ; 
Yet this allow you muſt, 

More joy's in heaven when one repents, 
Than over ninety juſt. 


Sin then, dear girl, for heav'n's fake, 
Repent, and be forgiv'n ; 

Blefs me, and by repentance make 
A holyday in heav'n.. 


OLL x fouls, that are gen'rous and free, © 
And true vot'ries to Bacchus will be, : 
To great Bacchus” ſhrine let's repair, 
And a bottle or two offer there. 


CHORUS. 


Exempt from exciſe, our joys higher riſe, 


And drowns all the drouſy fatigues of the day. 
Let the lover call Phillis divine, 
Let each man what he fancies command, 
My delight's in my bottle and friend. 
Exempt from, ©c. 

O what joy from the bottle there fprings ! 
* It can make us greater than kings; 


— 
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If our ſpirits by grief are oppreſt, 

Wine alone can procure us ſome reſt. 
Exempt from, &c. 

Great influence has wine over love, 

And the coy can make kinder to prove ; 

Though the nymph very lighting denics, 

It diſcovers the truth in her eyes. 
Exempt from, Ec. 


It can make us all heroes in briet, 
And the wretched forget all his grief; 
It inſpires the gallant and brave, 

And freedom can give to the ſlave. 


CHORUS. 


Exempt from exciſe, our joys higher rite, 
Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay; 
Our bottle at night gives us joy and delight, 
And drowns all the drouty fatigues of the day. 


T is not, Celia, in our power, 
To fay how long our love will laſt ; 
It may be we within this hour 

May loſe the joys we now do taſte : 
The bleſſed, that immortal be, 
From change in love are only free. 


Then fince we mortal lovers are, 
Alk not how long our love will laſt; 


But while it does, let us take care 


Each minute be with pleature paſt : 
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Were it not madneis to deny 
To live, becauſe we're ſure to die? 


Fear not though love and beauty fail, 
My reaſon ſhall my heart direct; 
Your kindneſs now ſhall then prevail, 
And paſſion turn into reſpect : 
Celia, at worſt, you'll in the end 
Bur change a lover for a friend. 


ELIxDa's bleſs'd with ev'ry grace; 
See beauty triumphs in her face: 
Her charms ſuch lively rays diſplay, 


When graceful in the dance ſhe moves. 


KEENE OAOIOREONNE 


HE foldier diſbanded, and forc'd for to beg, 
May talk of his wars and his ſuff rings ſo hard; 
But tho” feam'd o'er with ſcars, and with never a leg, 
His wants we neglect, nor his courage regard; 
And the laſs that is poor, 
Is fent for a whore, 
With hemp and with hammer to make her complaint : 
But if you have money, 
All honours are done ye, = 
A coward's a hero, a whore is a faint. 
0 
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vs I ſtand like a Turk with his doxies all round, 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ; 
For black, brown, and fair his inconſtancy burns, 
And diff rent beauties ſubdue him by turns; 
Each calls forth her charms to provoke his deſires, 
Though willing to all, but with one he retires : 
Then think of this maxim, and put off all forrow, 
The wretched to-day may be happy to-morrow. 


Adam, it is true, 
No care in Eden knew, 
Yet his ſons live more gay and airy ; 
For he tippled water, 
While we, who come after, 
Drink claret and roſy Canary. 


Then let each take his glaſs, 

And drink to his laſs, 

But ne'er be a {lave unto either; 

For they are only wiſe, 

Who both equally prize, 

And join Bacchus and Venus together, 


Whenever thus they meet, 

All our joys are complete, 

And our jollity ne'er can expire ; 
They our faculties warm, 

And us matually charm, 

While each from the other takes fire. 
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O ſcornful beauty e'er ſhall boaſt 
She makes me love in vain ; 
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That man's a fool, when once he's croſt, 
If e'er he loves again. 

To pine, or whine, I never can, 

Nor tell her I muſt die; 

Tis ſomething ſo beneath a man, 
I cannot, no, not I. 


Though, Phillis, you have charms enow 
To conquer where you pleaſe, 

You care not it my heart you bow 
To ſuch like loves as theſe. 

But if to me ſome hopes you'll give, 
That happy I ſhall be, 

II love my Phillis whilft I live, 
And think of none but the. 


OMax's like the flatt'ring ocean, 
Who her pathleſs ways can find? 

Ev'ry blaſt directs her motion, 

Now ſhe's angry, now the's kind. 
What a fool's the vent'rous lover, 

Whirl'd and tofs'd by every wind ? 
Can the barque the port recover, 

When the filly pilot's blind ? 


ELL me not Celia once did bleſs 
Another mortal's arms ; 
That cannot make my paſſion leſs, 
O 2 


'A COLLECTION 


To have in love, as well as ſtate, 
A taſter to our food. 


HO, to win a woman's favour, 
Would folicit long in vain ? 

Who, to gain a moment's pleaſure, 
Would endure an age of pain: ? 


hounds are all out, and the morning does peep, 
Why how now you fluggardly fot ? 
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How can you, how can you lie ſnoring aſleep, 
While we all on horſeback have got ? 


Brave boys, while we all on horſeback, &c. 


I cannot get up, for the over-night's cup 
So terribly lies in my head ; 
Beſide, my wife cries, My dear, do not riſe, 
But cuddle me longer a-bed. 
Dear boy, but cuddle, Er. 


The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare, 
Will chaſe all our vapours away. 
Brave boys, will chaſe, &c. 
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ive me Homer's tuneful lyre, 

Let the found my breaſt inipire ! 
But with no troubletome delight 

Of arms, and heroes tain in fight: 

Let it play no conqueſts here, 

Or conqueſts only o'er the fair ! 

Boy, reach that volume, — book divine 
The ſtatutes of the god of wine! 

He, legiilator, ſtatutes draws, 

And I, his judge, enforce his laws ; 

And faithful to the weighty truſt, 
Compel his vot'ries to be juſt : 

Thus round the bowl impartial flies, 
Till to the ſprightly dance we riſe ; 

We friſk it with a lively bound, | 
Charm'd with the lyre's harmonious found ; 
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Then pour forth, with an heat divine, 
Rapturous ſongs that breathe of wine. 


D οοοοοοοοοοοοοοοοοο 


. we empry, 
Fill again, my foul's a-dry ; 
Sure ſuch wine as this will tempt ye, 
To carouſe in ſympathy. 
Thirty fouls, like plants expiring. 
Moiſture ever are defiriag ; 
Thus careſſing 
Nature's bleſling, 
We'll the ſober world dety. 


See the bottle, how its beauty 
Smiles in every ruby face ; 

We to Bacchus owe a duty, 

Could the globe be fill'd with clarer, 

n 


L IA, thou faireſt of the fair, 

Thoſe eyes fuch pointed arrows bear, 
To dart defiance round ; 

Thus to go arm'd in you is vain, 

Whole very frown, or cold diſdain, 

Can kill without a wound. 
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Then be not, Celia, thus diſgrac d. 

Let fwords on fitter limbs be plac d; 
From ſuch rough acts defiſt : 

Unarmed you can conquer more, 

Nor can great Mars, with all his pow'r, 
Your naked force reſiſt. 


1 DIO PPPEPESED 


Hus we'll drown all melancholy 
In a glaſs of gen'rous wine ; 

Let dull fools indulge their folly, 
And at cares of lite repine. 


But the brave and noble ſpirit 
Scorns fuch mean ignoble views; 
Whilſt the world proclaims his merit, 
He ſublimer joys purſues. 
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ITHEE, Chloe, give o'er, 
And perplex me no more, 
For, my charmer, it looks very queerly, 
That in blooming fifteen, 
Thou'rt afraid ro be ſcen 
By a ſhepherd who loves thee moſt dearly. 


When with ſpeed I purſue, 
Intending to woo, 
And tell thee how much I'm a lover, 
Like a fearful young lamb 
Who runs after its dam, 
So thou flieſt away to thy moth«+, PEA 
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I know't has been told, 

That the patriarchs of old 
Spent threeſcore years in their wooing ; 

"Twas no wonder then, 

That a nymph of fiftcen | 
Should be coy when a fwain was purſuing. 


But, my charmer, I vow, 
Tis a miracle now, 
That a nymph in her teens ſhould fly any, 
When I dare now engage, 
Not a man in the age 
But thinks threeſcore days are too many. 


No longer be coy, 

But let am'rous defires inflame ye ; 
Surrender thy charms, 
Take me to thy arms, | 

And thou'lt ſoon love me better than mammy. 
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In friendſhip we'll drink, 

And drown all grim care and pale forrow ; 
Let us huſband to-day, 
Time flies ſwift away, 

And no one's aſſur d of to-morrow. 


Of all the grave fages 
That grac'd the palt ages, 
Dad Noah the moſt did excel; 
He firſt planted the vine, 
Firſt taſted the wine, 
And got nobly drunk, as they tell. 


— 
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Say, why ſhould not we 
Get as bolky as he, 
Since here's liquor as well will infpire ? 
Thus I fill up my glaſs, 
Vit fee that it pats, 

To the manes of that good old fire. 


Accaus, one day gaily ſtriding 
On his ncver- failing ton, 
Sneaking, empty flaſks deriding, 
Thus addrets'd each toping foa : 
Praile the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine ; 
All things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. 


Priſtine heroes, crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me ; 


Fir'd by my divinity : 
If my influence be waating, 
Muſic's charms but tlowly move; 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 
Till 1 fill the fwains with love. 
If you crave a laſting pleaſure, 
Mortals, this way bend your eyes; 
From my ever-flowing treaſure 
Charming ſcenes of bliis ariſe : 
Here's the ſoothing, balmy bleſſing, 
Sole diſpeller of your pain; 
Gloomy fouls from care releaſing ; 
He who drinks not, lives in vain. 
P 
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goddeſs, Celia, heav'nly fair, 
As lilies fweet, as foft as air; 


And ro my love give freſh alarms. 


O! let me gaze on thoſe bright eyes, 
Though facred lightning from them flies: 
Shew me that foft, that modeſt grace, 
Give me ambroſia in a kiſs, 

That I may rival Jove in bliſs ; 

That 1 may mix my foul with thine, 
And make the pleaſures all divine. 

O hide thy boſom's killing white! 

(The milky way is not ſo bright), 

Leſt you my raviſh d foul oppreſs, 
With beauty's pomp, and fweet exceſs. 


Why draw'ſt thou from the purple flood 
Of my kind heart the vital blood ? 
Thou art all over endleſs charms ! 

O, take me, dying, to thy arms 


DOOUODODOOOOOOOO pO 
WH I furvey Clarinda's charms, 


Ev'ry finile invites to love.” 
Balmy kiſſes, 

Am'rous bliſſes, 
ama * 
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Love on her breaſt has fix d his throne, 
And Cupid revels in her eyes ; 

Who can the charmer's pow'r diſown, 
When in each glance an arrow flies ? 

Yet when wounded we feel no pain, 

No, 'tis pleafure 
Above meaſure, 

Raptures flow in every vein. 


ARK ! hark! the huntſman ſounds his horn, 
Let's tipple away the roſy morn, ton, ton, ton; 
We'll kunt the bortle from fun to fun, 
And halloo the glaſſes the courſe to run. 
Ton, ton, Cc. 


Fach merry young toper a huntſman ſhall be, 
And inſtead of 2 green, wear a red livery, ton, ton, Cc. 
We'll ſcorn their bows, their arrows, and guns, 
We'll hunt with long pipes, and ride upon tons. 

Ton, ton, GS. 
We'll charge with tobacco, and follow the cry, 
III failing of ſpeed, the bottle ſhall dic, ton, ton, &c. 
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And then for a horn make uſe of the bell, 
Whoſe clangour ſhall rouſe him, and make him run well. 
Ton, ton, &c. 
When thus reviv'd, we'll merrily fing, 
And joining in chorus make the woods ring, ton, Oc. 
Our game we'll eagerly purſue, 
Our glaſſes filling, our cauſe renew. 
Ton, ton, Cc. 


Our ſong ſhall reach the diſtant plain, 
And echo thall fummon the weary ſwain, ton, ton, 2 
The welcome ſport he gladly hears, 
His toil and labour no more fears. 
Ton, ton, &c. 


A pipe he takes, and charges high, 
And after the bottle docs nimbly fly, ton, ton,, 
At length, with equal force and ſpecd, 


He makes the gen'rous victim bleed. | 
Ton, ton, Ce. 
He boldly veutures to fill his glais, ton, tun, Cc. » 
Nor fears to taſte the flowing gore, 
But hunting and drinking, ſtill hunts for mere. 
Ton, ton, Ge. 5 \ 


Then fill your glaſſes merrily round, 3 
Since thus ſupply d with hare and hound, ton, ton, 
While cheartul Bacchus leads us on, 
We'll follow in chorus with ſprightly ton, ton. 

Ton, ton, ton, Cc. 
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OY, while here I fit ſupine, 
| Bring me water, bring me wine ; 
| Bring me, to adorn my brow, 
Wreaths of flowers that fweetly blow : 
Love invites, — O let me prove 
The joys of wine, the iweets of love! 
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Ho3Ts of ev'ry occupation, 
Ev'ry rank, and ev'ry nation; 

Some with crimes all foul and fpotted, 
Some to happy fatcs allotted, 
Preſs the Stygian lake to pats. 
Ficre a ſoldier roars like thunder, 
Prates of wenches, wine, and plunder ; 
<tateſmen here the times acculing ; 


Fxt3 ſenſe for rhymes abuſing ; 
Lawyers chatt'ring, 

' Courtiers flatt'ring, 

| Hullies ranting. 

' Zealots canting ; 
k Kaaves and fools of ev'ry clals ! 

' 
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Ov'vr heard, no doubt, how all the globe 
Was foak'd of old with Noah's flood. 
Sce, here's a globe that bolds a ſea ! 
A fea of liquors twice as good ! 
Tol dol de rol. 


Had Noah's been a fiood like this, 
And Anak's ſons ſuch fouls as J. 
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They'd drank the deluge as it roſe, 
And left the ark, like Noah, dry. 
Tol dol de rol. 
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nr 
Drink, drink, and defy all power but love. 
Wine gives the ſlave his liberty ; 
But love makes a ſlave of thund ring Jove. 
Drink, drink away, 
Make a night of the day, 
Tis neCtar, tis liquor divine; 
The pleaſures of lite, 
Free from anguiſh and ſtrife, 
Are owing to love and good wine. 


„ever ſmiling Liberty, 
And with thee bring thy jocund train; 
For thee we pant, and ſigh for thee, 
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us liberty, dear Hberty alone | | 


That gives freſh beauty to the fun, 
That bids all nature look more gay, 
And lovely life with pleafure ſteal away. 


Glad ev'ry heart in ev'ry face appear 
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Free flow the wine, nor flow in vain : 
Far fly corroding care. 
Fach hand the chime melodious raiſe, 
Each voice exult in Sefach's praiſe; ' 
Let order vaniſh ; liberty alone, 
Unbounded liberty the night ſhall crown. 
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ET the deep bowl thy praiſe confeſs, 
Thy gifts the gracious giver bleſs, 
Thy gifts, of all the gods beſtow, 
Improve by uſe, and fweeter grow ; 
Another bowl, 'tis gen'rous wine, 

Fxalts the human to divine. 
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In rn, admit me of thy crew, 


| To live with her, and live with thee 
In unreproved pleaſures free; 

To hear the lark begin his flight, 

| Then to come in ſpite of forrow, 

| And at my window bid good-morrow ; 
Theſe delights, if thou canſt give, 

Mirth, with thee I mean to live ; 

Or let the merry bells ring round, 


And the jocund rebecks found, 
| To many a youth and many a maid, 
| Dancing in the chequer d ſhade. 
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And tunes to my diſtreſs his warbling throat; 
Each ſetting and each riſing fun I mourn, 
Wailing alike his abſence and return. 
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E verdant hills, ye balmy vales, 
Bear witneſs of my pains; 
How oft have Shinar's flow'ry dales 
Been taught my am'rous ſtrains ! 
The wounded oaks in yonder grove, 
Retain the name of her I love. 


In vain would Age his ice beſpread, 
To numb each gay detire ; 

Though ſeventy winters hoar my head, 
My heart is ſtill on fire. 

By molly fount and grot I rove, 

And gently murmur tongs of love. 


Oh! ſweeteſt of thy lovely race, 
Unveil thy matchleſs charms, 

Let me adore that angel's face, 
And die within thy arms; 

My ceaſcleſs pangs thy boſom move, 

To grant the juit returns of love. 


Noll xss pleaſure, endleſs love, 


Semcele enjoys above; 

On her boſom Jove reclining, 
Uſtleſs now his thunder lies, 

To her arms his bolts reiigning, 
And his lightnings to her eyes. 
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There from mortal cares retiring, 
She reſides in ſweet retreat; 


On her pleaſure, Jove requiring, 
All the loves and graces wait. 
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Our paſſions take the fair one's part; 
Love dips his arrows in her tears, 

And ſends them pointed to the heart. 


— nd wud 
Honour but an empty bubble ; 
Never ending, ſtill beginning, 
Fighting ftll, and ſtill deſtroying ; ® 
If the world be worth thy winning, 
Think, O think ! it worth enjoying, 
Take the good the gods provide thee. 


FP 


Bros, ſee from yonder flow'rs 
The bee flies loaded to its cell : 
Can you perceive what it devours ? 
Are they impair'd in ſhow or ſmell? 
So though I robb'd you of a kik, 
Sweeter than their ambroſial dew, 
Why are you angry at my bliſs, 
Has it at all impoveriſhid you? 
Q 
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"Tis by this cunning I contrive, 

In ſpite of yeur unkind reſerve, 

To keep my famiſh d love alive, 
Which you inhumanly would ſtarve. 


IPC SS AS RS RN 


FT with wanton ſmiles and jeers, 
Women tell me, I'm in years ; 
I, the mirror when I view, 
Find, alas ! they tell me true ; 
Find my wrinkled forehead bare, 
And regret my falling hair; 
White and few, alas ! I find, 
All that time has left behind. 
But my hairs, if thus they fall, 
If but few, or nene at all, 
Aſking not, III never ſhare 
Fruitleſs , fruitleſs care. 
This important truth I know, 
If indeed in years I grow, 
I muſt ſnatch what life can give; 


or SONGS. 


OuNG virgins love pleaſure, 

And both alike ſtudy to heighten the meaſure ; 
Their hearts they will rifle, 
For ev'ry new trifle ; 

And when in their teens fall in love for a ſong. 
But foon as they marry, 
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Oh ! how they ſigh, that they were not more wary ; 


They run to their ruin, 
And all their lives after drag forrow along. 
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F Phillis denies me relicf, 
If ſhe's angry, I'll ſeek it in wine: 

Though ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 

At my mirth why ſhould ſhe repine ? 
All the griefs my dull foul has in ſtore : 

My reaſon I loſt when I lov'd, 

By drinking what can I do more ? 


Or my am'rous vows would approve, 
The juice of the grape I'd diſdain, 
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Look ! gods, from your celeſtial dome, 


And view her charming face. 
"Then fearch and fee, if you can find, 
In all your facred groves, 


A nymph, or goddeſs, to divine, 
As ſhe whom Strephon loves. 


F all the joys we e er poſſeſt, 
Love and wine are ſtill the beſt ; 


Sweetly they by turns controul, 
Wiae the heart, and love the foul. 


Wealth and power firive in vain, 


CCC ͤ Acc 


HE tells me, with claret ſhe cannot agree, 

And the thinks of a hogſhead whene'er ſhe ſees me 
For I ſmell like a beaſt, and therefore muſt 1 

Reſolve to forſake her, or claret deny. 


Muſt I leave my dear bottle, that was always my frieud, 
And I hope will continue ſo to my life's end; 

Muſt I leave it for her? tis a very hard taſk : 

Let her go to the devil; bring other flaſk. 


Had ſhe tax'd me with gaming, and bid me fur bear, 
Tis a thoufand to one 1 had lent her an cer. 


* 
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Had ſhe found out my Sally, up three pair of ſtairs, 
1 had baulk'd her, and gone to St James's to pray'rs. 


Had ſhe bade me read homilies three times a-day, 
She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to fay : 
But at night to deny me my bottle of red, 

Let her go to the devil, there's no more to be faid. 
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F wine and muſic have the power 
To eaſe the ſickneſs of the foul, 
Let Phoebus ev'ry ftring explore, 
And Bacchus fill the fprightly bowl. 


Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Chloe's abſence light, 
And ſcek for plcatures to deftroy 
The forrows of this live-loug night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great, 
Thy myrtles ftrew, thy odours burn, 
And mcet the fav'rite nymph in ft«te. 


Kind goddeſs, to no other powers 
Let ns to-morrow's bleſſings ow! ; 
Thy darling loves ſtall guide the hours, 
And all the day be thirz alone. 


W Hex yielding firft to Damon's Famer, 
| I tunk into his arms; 
He fwore he'd cver be the fame, 

Then rifled all my charms. 
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But, fond of what he long deſir d, 
Too eager of his prey, 
My ſhepherd's flame, alas ! expir'd 
Before the verge of day. 
My innocence of lovers wars, 
Reproach'd his quick defeat ; 
Confus'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in tears, 
I mourn'd his cold retreat. 
At length, ah, ſhepherdeſs ! cry d he, 
Would you my fire renew, 
You mutt, alas, retreat like me, 
Im loſt, if you purſue. 


Fataga: 


Har man in his wits had not rather be poor, 
Than for lucre his freedom to give ? 
Ever bufy the means of his lite to ſecure, 
And for ever neglecting to live. 
Inviron'd from morning to night in a croud, 
Not a moment unbent or alone ; 


Conſtrain'd to be abject though never ſo proud, 
And at ev'ry one's call but his own. 


Still repining, and longing for quiet each hour, 
Yet ſtudiouſly flying it ſtill; 


With the means of enjoying his wiſh in his power, 
But accurs'd with his wanting the will. 


For a year mult be paſt, or a day mult be come, 
Before he has leiſure to reft : 

He mult add to his ſtore this or that petty ſum, 
And then he'll have time to be bliſt. 


— 


— _— — AS 
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re 
Come fill up the bowl, and a pox on all grief; 
If we find that won't do, we'll have ſuch another, 
And fo we'll proceed from one bowl to the other ; 
Till, like fons of Apollo, we'll make our wit foar, 
Or in homage to Bacchus fall down on the floor. 


Apollo and Bacchus were both merry fouls, 
They each of them lov'd for to tols off their bowls ; 
Then let's try to ſhew ourſelves men of merit, 

By toaſting thoſe gods in a bowl of good claret, 

And then we ſhall all be deſerving of praiſe ; 

But the man that drinks moſt, ſhall go off with the bays. 


F the treaſur d gold could give 


Man a longer term to live, | 
I'd employ my utmoſt care Ny 
Still to keep, and till to ſpare ; "XY 


And, when death approach'd, would fay, 


Take thy fee, and walk away : 
But fince riches cannot fave 
Mortals from the gloomy grave, 
Why ſhould I myſelf deceive, 
Vainly figh, and vainly grieve ? 
Death will furely be my lot, 
Whether I am rich or not. 
Give me freely while I live 
Generous wines, in plenty give, 
Soothing joys my life to cher, 
Beauty kind, and friends fincere ; TY 


Happy! could I ever find 
Friends ſincere, and bt} 15 
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War, away, 
We've crown'd the day ; 


The hounds are 
n 
Invites ye all ; 

Come in, boys, while you may. 

The jolly horn, 

Wl 
ith harmony of -_—_—_ 
Theſe, my boys, 

Are heav'nly joys ; 
A ſportſman's pleature knows no bounds. 


The horn ſhall be 
The huſband's fee, | 

And let him take it not in fcorn ; 
The brave and fage, 


In ev'ry age, | 
Have not diſdain'd to wear the horn. 


Sens 


E's a man ev'ry inch, I aſſure you, 
Stout, vig'rous, active, and tall; 
There's none can from danger cure you, 

brave gallant Moor of Moorhall. 


No giant or knight e er quell'd him, 


— Do 


| He fills all their hearts with alarms 
But wilh'd herſelf claſp'd in his arms, 
2 | 
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joyous blades, with roſes crown'd, 
Who quaff bright neCtar at its ſpring, 
Diſpute not if the earth goes round, 

But hear a thirſty poet ſing. 


All take your glafſes, charge them high, 
Let bumpers fwiftly bumpers chaſe, 
Each man drink fifty, ſoon they'll fpy 
The earth wheel round with rapid pace. 


SSS 


AD Neptune, when firſt he took charge of the ſea, 

Been as wiſe, or, at leaſt, been as merry as we; 
He'd have thought better on't, and, inſtead of his brine, 
Would have fill'd the vaſt ocean with generous wine. 


What trafficking then would have been on the main, 
For the fake of good liquor, as well as for gain ? 

No fear then of tempeſt, or danger of ſinking, 

The fiſhes ne er drown, tho” they're always a-drinking. 
Had this been the caſe, what had we enjoy'd ? 
Our fpirits {till riſing, our fancy ne'er cloy'd ; 

A pox then on Neptune, when twas in his pow'r, 

To flip, like a fool, fuch a forrunate hour. 
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| C PID no more ſhall give me grief, 
Or anxious cares oppreſs my foul ; 

While gen'rous Bacchus brings relief, 
And drowns them in a flowing bowl. 


Celia, thy ſcorn I now defpile, 
Thy boaſted empire I difown ; 
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This takes the brightneſs from thine eyes, 
And makes it ſparkle in my own. 


WOOD ODD OD O OO 


ILL. the bowl with flowing meaſure, 
Till it ſparkles o'er the brim ; 
The grave of care, the fpring of pleaſure, 

When the brains in neftar fwim. 


That and women all refine ; 
And raiſe mortals to divine. 


Crown with beauty all your glaſſes, 

Beauty beſt our pleafures guides ; 

Give us but wine and blooming laſſes, 
Take back, ye gods, all gifts beſides. 
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With that ſame warmth our brains inſpires, 

From thee my Chloe's radiant eye 
New ſparkling beams receives; 

Her cheeks imbibe a roſier dye, 
Her beauteous boſom heaves : 

Summon d to love by thy alarms, 
Oh with what nervous heat, 

Worthy the fair, we fill their arms; 
And oft our bliſs repeat 

The Stoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbind, 

A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, 
And makes him taſte a friend : 

His brow grows clear, he feels content, 
Forgets his penſive ſtrife ; 

And then concludes his time well ſpent, 

In honeſt ſocial life. 


Een beaux, thoſe foft amphibious things, 
Wrapt up in ſelf and dreſs, 
Quite loſt to the delight that ſpring: 
From ſenſe, thy pow'r confeſs ; 
The fop with chitty maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his queue and ſtiff grimace, 
Grows free, and ſeems to think. 
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To graſp forbidden ſtore ; 

Your ſtudied labour ſhall prove vain, 
Your alchymy unbleſt ; 

R 2 
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Whilſt ſeeds of far more 

Are ripen'd in my breatt, 

My breaſt, the forge of happier love. 

Where my Lucinda lies ; 

And the rich ſtock does fo improve. 
As ſhe her art employs ; 

That ev'ry ſmile and touch ſhe gives, 
Turns all to golden joys. 


Since then we can ſuch treaſures rai:c, 
Let's no expenſe retuſe ; 

In love let's lay out all our days, 
How can we e'er be poor, 

When ev'ry bleſſing that we uſe, 

Begets a thouſand more ? 


ea 


Exk not to know what muſt not be reveal'd ; 
Joys only flow, where fate is moſt conceal'd; 
Too buſy man would find his forrows more, 

If future fortunes he ſhould know before: 

For by that knowledge of his deſtiny, 

He would not live at all, but always die. 
Inquire not then who ſhall from bonds be freed. 
Who tis ſhall wear a crown, or who ſhall bleed 
All muſt fabmit to their appointed doom, 

Fate and misfortune will too quickly come; 
Let me no more with powerful charms be preſt, 
I am forbid by fate to tell the ret. 


T 3 + 


Nerven. who did to thrice man's age attain, 
By vaſt experience found, 
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| That buſy ſtateſmen did prozect in vain, 


When bumpers paſs'd not briſkly round. 
This maxim then he to his maſter gave, 
When he in conncil ſhould debate ; 
Not, Trojan like, to fit moroſe and grave, 
But drink, and fo ſupport the ſlate. 
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Ext the deities 


approve, 
The god of muſic and of love, 
All the talents they have lent you, 
A! the bleftings they have fent you; 
Plcas d to fee what they beſtow, 
Live and tluive fo well below. 
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ES, Daphne, in your face 1 find 
Thoie charms by which my heart's betray d; 
Then let not your diſdain unbind 
The pris'ner that your eyes have made : 
She that in love makes leaſt defence, 
Wounds ever with the ſureſt dart; 
Beauty may captivate the ſenſe, 
But kindneſs only gains the heart. 


"Tis mildneſs, Daphne, muſt maintain 
The empire that you once have won ; 
hen beauty does like tyrants reign, 
Then force me not to be untrec, 
Leſt I, compell'd by gen'rous ſhame, 
Caſt off my loyalty to you, 
To gain a glorious rebe!'s name. 
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"> whe was age to cole he day, 
And not the flaming fun ; 


'Tis love that ſhould o'er night bear ſway, 
And not the filly moon ; 

Wine is th' amazement of the old, 

That bliſs would fain retrieve ; 

And love the bus neſs of the bold, 
That can both joys receive. 


CHnoRrvs. 


Let my queen live for ever, 

And let's ſtill drink French wine; 
Let my rage be immortal, 

And my liquor divine. 
 Infus'd in wine let's fink to reſt, 

And dream of what we love; 
And fince ſhe may not be poſſeſt, 
Let us our wants improve. 
Oh! lull me, couch d in foft repoſe, 
And fleep ne'er from me take; 
Except the gods will interpoſe, 
And let me enjoy awake. 


ANXCXCNRCRMNINNINENNXNENNN 
AL ws appear, when ſtorms are paſt ; 

Love will have his hour at laſt ; 

Nature is my kindly care ; 

Mars deſtroys, and I repair : 


Take me, while you may, 
Venus comes not every day. 


| 
| 
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OsT to the joys of life is he, 
\ re 
If ever I invoke thy aid, 
Let Bacchus firſt my ſenſe invade, 
Then o'er my foul be ſhort thy reign, 
For I'm in haſte to live again. 


But ſhould ſome ſweetly-ſoothing dream, 


* 

Wi rec. tis gold makes us wiſe, 
The bliſs of his life, and the joy of his eyes; 

And aſk a fond lover where wiſdom he places, 

To be fure in his miſtreſs, her charms and her graces ; 

But let the free lad ſpeak the joy of his foul, 

"Tis a fparkling glaſs, and a filing full bowl. 


The miſer is wretched, unhappy, and poor, 
He fuffers great want in the midſt of his ſtore ; 
| The lover's diſconſolate, mopiſh, and fad, 
Flaor that, which when gained, will ſoon make him mad; 
| The miſer's a fool, and the lover's an aſs, 

And he only is wiſe who adores the full glafs. 


Let the miſer then hug up his ill-gotten pelf, 
And, to feed empty bags, may he ſtarve his own felf 3 
Let the lover till languiſh twixt hope and deſpair, 
And dote on a face as inconſtant as fair ; 

But ul may his bliſs be as great as his foul, 

Who pays no devoir but to wine and the bowl. 
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ey te Butter of exed queiiing foul, 
To Bacchus, our maſter, let's fill up the bowl; 


His influence only can make our fronts ſhine. 


Then booze away topers, your glaſſes turn down ; 
He that tipples the moſt, our prince we will crown. 


Hex charming Chloe gently walks, 
Or fweetly ſmiles, or gaily talks; 
So fweet her looks, fo foft her air. 


In whom fo many charms are plac'd, 
Is with a mind as nobly grac'd ; 
With fparkling wit and folid ſenſe, 
And foft perſuaſive eloquence. 
In framing her divinely fair, 
Nature employ'd her utmoſt care, 
That we in Chloe's form ſhould find 
A Venus, with Minerva's mind. 


CONDENSED BSE Ser Ne 


Greedy Midas! I've been told, 

That what you touch'd you turn'd to guld: 
O had I but power like thine, 

Fd turn whate'er I touch to wine. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force. 
Each fiſh my fatal power mourn ; 

And wond'ring at the mighty change, 
Should in their native regions buru 
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Nor ſhould there any dare t' approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 
But firſt ſhould pay their notes to me, 


And ſtyle me only god of wine. 
CCC ͤ ˙ wUJ ̃ w ̃⅛•ͥuei 


1 the empire of Rome did deſtroy, 
And Helen, they ſay, was the ruin of Troy; 


The one was too wanton, the other too nice ; 
Extremes {till prove fatal in virtue and vice. 

To be ſhipwreck'd on either I never deſign, 

But to fail between both in a fea of good wine; 
What though ſome dull matron our mirth diſapprove ? 
'Tis ſafer for ladies to drink than to love. | 


Here's a health to all thoſe that are better than wiſe, 
Who ſcorn to be vitious, yet are not precite ; 
What though ſome dull matron our mirth diſapprove ? 
"Tis ſafer for ladies to drink than to love. 
RR RS RS RS RI RS RSS 
the god of wine, 
My fong and my deſign, 
Wich a grateful ſpirit, will I raile ; 
'Tis my heart's delight 
To give him every night, 
And to carrol merrily his praiſe. 
Monarch Bacchus gay and young, 
Free to fave us, 
And relieve us, 


When the warld goes wrong ; 
8 
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Sound his name, 
Raiſe it high, 
Sing his fame 
To the ſky, 
Till the wiſe world join in our fong. 
Should a mortal dare 
His merry ſubjects ſneer, 
Let him dread the fate decreed : 
A new law well weigh'd, 
The drinking court has made, 
And to juſtice thus they'll proceed. 


Set the rebel to the bar, 
That the traitor, 


E mortals, whom fancies and troubles perplex, 
Whom folly miſguides, and infirmitics vex ; 
Whoſe lives hardly know what it is to be bleſt, 

Who riſe without joy, and lie down without reit; 

Obey the glad ſummons, to Lethe repair, 

Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 
Old maids ſhall forget what they with for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 

The rake ſhall forget how laſt night he was cloy'd, 
And Chloe again be with paſſion enjoy d; 
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Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one draught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her fond fool to forget her gallants ; 
The troubled in mind ſhall go chearful away, 
And yeſterday's wretch be quite happy to-day ; 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
Drink deep of the ſtream, and forget all your care. 


DODODDDOCODOCOSODOOOD@ODSCEOOODED 


cards invite, in crouds we fly, 

To join the jovial route and cry ; 

What joy from cares and plagues all day, 
To hie to the midnight hark away ? 


Nor want, nor pain, nor grief, nor care, 
Nor droniſh huſbands enter there ; 

The briſk, the bold, the young, and gay, 
All hie to midnight hark away. 
Uncounted ſtrikes the morning-clock, 
And drouſy watchmen idly knock; 

Till day-light peeps we ſport and play, 
And roar to the jolly hark away. 


When tir'd of ſport to bed we creep, 

And kill the tedious day with fleep ; 

To-morrow's welcome call obey, 

And again to the midnight hark away. 


S 2 
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Come follow, follow, follow me 
To mirth, and joy, and jollity ; 
Hark ! hark ! the call, come, come and drink, 
And leave your cares by Lethe's brink. 


CnorvUs. 


Away then, come, come, come away, 
And life ſhall hence be holyday ; 

Nor jealous fears, nor ſtrife, nor pain, 
Shall vex the jovial heart again. 

To Lethe's brink then follow all, 
Then follow, follow, follow all ; 

'Tis pleaſure courts, obey the call; 
Shall every future hour employ. 


CnorUs. 


Away then, come, come, come away, 
And life ſhall hence be holyday ; 
Nor jealous fears, nor ſtrife nor pain, 
Shall vex the jovial heart again. 


N Cupid's fam'd ſchool would you take a degree, 
Young maids, you muſt learn a ſhort leſſon from me ; 
| Scarce blows on your cheek the fair roſe of fifteen, 
Exe love, the fweet traitor, attacks you unſeen ; 

To ruin and pleaſe ev'ry method he tries, 

A friend in pretence, but a foe in diſguiſc. 

Does your fancy incline to wealth, title, and dreſa, 
Does your pulſe beat to pleaſure, or ſink at diſtreſs ? 


— 
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An hours he watches, all dreſſes he wears, 
And courts, as beſt ſuits him, with fmiles or in tears. 
To your humour and taſte till he varies his art, 

And ſteals thro' your eyes or your ears to your heart; 
For love, though a child, as Anacreon has fung, | 
With eaſe can outwit both the old and the young. 


| 2 - - - 2 my - - - = 


IL me a bowl, a mighty bowl, 

| Large as my capacious foul ; 

| Vaſt as my thirſt is, let it have 

| Depth enough to be my grave; 

| i mean, the grave of all my care, 
For I deſign to bury't there. 

; Let it of ſilver faſhion'd be, 

| Worthy of wine, worthy of me, 

| Worthy to adorn the ſpheres, 

| As that bright cup amongſt the ſtars. 


CCC. ˙ V 


INK about, my dear friend, 
For, 1 pray, to what end 
Stands uſcleſs the full flowing bowl? 
Leave your forrows behind, 
Give your cares to the wind, 
And drink to each jolly brave foul. 
For Alcide the fam d, 
Who monſters all tam d, 
And bound the ſtout porter of hell; 
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Though immortal his line, 
Had it not been for wine, 


Though Achilles the great, 
When he fought at ſuch rate, 


He flew the great Hector of Troy; 
"Twas the grape's potent juice 


The fame ſteps did purſue, 
And trac'd the fam'd heroes of yore, 
He'd in drinking relax, 
And then Pyrrhus's acts 
Were as great as his father's before. 


And Ulyſſes the fly 
Had been drinking, (for why), 
When the Trojan Palladium he ſtole, 

For his ſubtle thoughts ſprung, 
cer Ajax but fung 
The charms of a ſparkling full bowl. 
Since in drinking we find 
There's a charm for the mind, 
Let Bacchus then join in this train, 

Drink, my lads, drink about, 

Let us fee the bowl out, 
And once more we'll fill it again. 
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bun, wine, is alone the briſk fountain of mirth, 
Whence jollity ſprings, and contentment has birth: 


Might, like them he conquer'd, have fell. 


— 
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What mortals fo happy, as we who combine, 
And fix our delight in the juice of the vine ? 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
No care interrupts when the bottle's in view, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 


Our laws are our own, not enforc'd by the crown, 
And we ſtand to them fair till we fairly fall down ; 
At acts or repeals we diſdain to repine, 
Nor grudge any tax, but the tax on our wine : 
To Cæſar and Bacchus our tribute is due, 
Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 

To Cæſar, &c. 


His Worſhip fo grave here may reve! and roar, 

The lawyer ſpeak truth, who ne'er ſpoke fo before; 
The parſon be fiript of his prieſthood's diſguiie, 
And Chloe's ſcorn d lover get drunk and grow wile ; 
The huſband may learn here to combat the ſhrew, 
So glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 

The huſband, Ce. i 


The chace of the bottle few accidents wait, 

We teldom break necks, tho? we oft crack a pate: 

It wars rife among us, they ſoon again ceaſe, 

One bumper brings truce, and another brings peace : 

'Tis this way alone we life's evils ſubdue ; 

Then glaſs after glaſs, my boys, let us purſue. 
"Tis this, &c. 


ET the ſparkling glaſs go round with free motion, 
We'll drink to the bottom, tho' deep as the ocean ; 
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With freedom and pleafure our money we'll ſpend, 
Whene'er we enjoy our bottle and our friend. 


Whilſt Lewis and George about nations are wrangling, 
And covetous merchants for traffic are jangling : | 
To thoſe ſplendid troubles our mind we ne'er will bend, 
But to the dear delights of a bottle and a friend. 


Whilſt lawyers and courtiers are a- breeding of factions, 
And mighty commanders engag d in ſmall actions; 

In a little cloſe room ſecurely we're penn d,. 

Applying our thoughts to a bottle and a friend. 


$ Chloe came into the room t' other day, 


I peeviſh began, Where fo long could you ſtay ? 
In your lifetime you never regarded your hour ; 

You promis d at two, and look, child, tis four; 

A lady's watch needs neither figures nor wheels, 

"Tis enough if tis loaded with baubles and fea!s ; 

A temper fo heedleſs no mortal can bear : 

Thus far I went on with a reſolute air. 


Lord bleſs me ! faid ſhe, let a body but ſpeak ; 
Here's an ugly hard roſe-bud fallen into my neck; 
It has hurt me, and vex'd me to ſuch a degree ; 
See here, for you never believe me, pray ſee : 

On the left ſide my breaſt what a mark it has made 
So faying, her boſom ſhe careleſs difplay'd ; 

That ſcene of delight I with wonder furvey'd, 

And forgot every word I defign'd to have ſaid. 
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joyful and merry, 


E 
B And laugh at all cares, 
And always remember 
Your fortunate ſtars. 


asd messe 


OW faint a joy the maid imparts, 

Reluctant, who reſigus her charms ! 

She damps the tranſport of our hearts, 
And beauty of her force diſarms. 


How great the pleaſure, how refin'd, 
And even in reflection fweet, 
When lovers are but one in mind, 
And fouls together ſeem to mect ? 


IxE from thought drives all deſpair, 
| Our wives and ev'ry irkſome care; 
Says one, a jovial, merry wight, 
E'en let us fit and drink all night. 

Says th' other, Since you know we pay 
No reck'ning till we go away ; 

We'll drinking here for ever ſtay, 

And never think of going away. 


ED OUPOL POLYOL YOLEOLYOLIOLFOLY 


you who are rid by the fury Love, 


Whoſe tyranny does much oppreſs you ; 
Here's that the ſpirit will remove, 

And in a moment diſpoſſeſs you. 

| T 
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Tu the juice of the vine, 
Briſk Burgundy wine, 
A large doſe of which never fails ; 
But if you fondly fip, 
And only wet your lip, 


The fiend gathers ſtrength and prevails. 
The moderate drinker then's an aſs, 


Ss 


A little wine is love's beſt potion ; 


And Cupid wantons in a glaſs, 
Who would be drown'd in a vaſt ocean. 


poſe» 


8 Celia near a fountain lay, 
Her eye-lids clos d with ileep ; 
The ſhepherd Damon chanc'd that way 
To drive his flock of ſheep. 


With awful fiep h approach'd the fair, 
To view her charming face ; 
Where ev'ry feature wore an air, 
And ev'ry part a grace. 
His heart inflam'd with am'rous pain, 
He wiſl'd the nymph would wake; 
Though ne'er before was any ſwain 
So unprepar'd to ſpeak. 
Whilſt ſlumb ring thus fair Celia lay, 
_ Soft wiſhes fill'd her mind; 
She cry'd, Come, Thyrſis, come away, 
For now I will be kind. 


Damon embrac'd the lucky hit, 
And flew into her arms; 
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He took her in the yielding fit, 
And rifled all her charms. 
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briſkly round the ſparkling glaſs, 
The ſtealing hours move on apace ; 
Life without drinking, none e er could boaſt of it, 
Then let us pull away, and make the moſt of it ; 
Brimful of claret each night let me be, 

Then Fve my wiſh to the higheſt degree. 


Accus, he it is who fires me, 


Nut, Oh grant! that I may never 
Be without th' exciting glaſs. 
TY 
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Har love? a medley of pleaſure and pain, 
"Tis all o'er a deceit, and the whole an inviſible 
chain : 
Then, Celia, no more think to make up a feaſt, 
"Tis enough you're a flender deſſert: 
You'll ferve to give other ſtale pleaſures a rafte, 
But muſt leave the dcar bottle to cheriſh the lic art. 
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IcnT and day let's d: ink and Kits, 
Can there be a greater blits, 
Firſt to take a chearful glais, 

Then careſs ſome pretty laſs ? 

May theſe joys altcrnate reign, 

Love and wine, and love again. 


LL1s, why ſhould we delay 
Pleafures ſhorter than the day ? 
Could we (which we never can) 
Stretch our lives beyond their ſpan ; 
Beauty like a ſhadow flies, 

And our youth before us dics ; 

Or would youth and beauty ſtay, 
Love hath wings and will away : 
Change in love to heav'n does climb - 
Vary oft their love and hate. | 
Phillis, to this truth we owe 

All the love betwixt us two : 
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Let not you nor I inquire, 
What has been our paſt deſire ; 
On what ſhepherds you have mib d, 
Or what nymphs I have beguil'd. 
Leave it to the planets too, 
What we ſhall hereatter do; 


Fer as Jugs Wh GNP Ny goune. 


* ladies look gay when of beauty they boaſt, 
And mifcrs are envy'd when wealth is increas'd ; 
The vapours oft kill all the joys of a toaſt, 

And the miſer's a wretch when he pays for the feaſt. 


The pride of the great, of the rich, of the fair; 
May pity beſpeak, but envy can't move. 
My thoughts are no farther aſpiring, 

No more my fond heart is defiring, 

Than freedom, content, and the man that I love. 


See 


Iss Danae, when fair and young, 
Could not be kept from Jove's embrace, 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of brafs : 
Tell us, myſterious huſband, tell us, 
Why fo myſterious ? why {© jealous * 
Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar. 
Make thee fecure, thy wife lefs fair? 
Send her abroad, and let her fee, 

That all this world oi pageantry. 
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Which ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
Is powder, pocket-glaſs, and beau. 

Be to her virtues very kind, 

Be to her faults a little blind ; 

Let all her ways be unconfin'd, 

And clap your padlock on her mind. 


eter det inet ninety ber niogtd 


AsTE, my Nanette, my lovely maid, 
| Haſte to the bow'r thy love has made; 
For thee alone I made the bower, 

And fpycad the couch with many a flower. 


None but my ſheep ſhall near us come, 
Venus be prais'd, my ſheep are dumb ; 


Great god of love, take thou my crook, 
To keep the wolf from Nanette's flock. 


man that in his breaſt contains 

A heart which no looſe act arraigns ; 
Inchanting pleafure's ground may tread, 

Where love and youthful fancy lead ; 

May toy and laugh, may dance and fing, 

While jocund life is in her ſpring. 

When cynics rail, and pedants frown, 

Their rigid maxims I difown ; 

I fmile to ſee their angry brow, 

And hate the gloomy, ſelfiſh crew ; 

in their deſpite, III laugh and fing, 

Wyle jocund life is in her ſpring 


or SONGS. 
Be mine the ſocial joys of life, 

And let good-nature vanquith ftrife, 

So innocence with me reſide, 

And honour reign each action's guide; 
I'll toy, and laugh, and dance, and fing, 
While jocund life is in her ſpring. 
Then, Phillis, come and ſhare thoſe joys, 
Which no intemp'rate uſe deſtroys ; 
While you remain as kind as fair, 

My heart defies each anxious care ; 
With thee III toy, and laugh, and fing, 
While jocund life is in her fpring. 


NE SERRA ARS 
WH wint'ry blaſts; and ruffling ſtorms expire, 
And nature kindles up her genial fire ; 
Then the gay park puts on a lively green, 
And Silvia there in all her charms is ſeen ; 
O'er her ſtain'd cheeks vermilion bluſhes ran, 
A goddeſs mov'd, and Florio thus began : 
Whence tender paſſions riſe ; 
Why pants my heart with pleaſing paia ? 
Why languiſh thus my eyes ? 


'Tis ſurely nature's gentle call, 
Love's fweeteſt joys to prove ; 


*Tis youth, tis life, tis health, tis all, 


For what means life but love ? 


Here his voice failing as his raptures roſe, 
Un moving ſighs he ſcem'd to breathe his vows ; 
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Soon to his heart the refluent ſpirits came, 
And thus breath'd forth the brightneſs of his flame. 


Now fpringing verdure decks the plains, | 
And love o'er youthful nature reigns ; ' 
In thy dear breaſt foft paſſions riſe, | 
And ſhed new ſoftneſs o'er thy eyes. WO 
Improve, fweet mai4, the fmiling hour, 
Yield to Hymen's gentle power ; | 
$0 ſhall the world my Sylvia find " 
Strictly good, and fondly kind. 
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Tis Elyſium all! in beauty dreſt, 
To fancy's eye my Celia ſtood confeſt ; 
No more my love ſhall weep and waſte in ſigh. 
Be chearful, Thyrſis, and again adorn 
With lively mirth thy foul for my return ; 
And then embrac'd me, O twas heaven to hear 
Starting, I wake, and find no Celia there. 
To my lips than neftar ſweeter, 
Whereſoe' er I turn my eyes, 
Only thee I view, dear creature, 
Ev'ry other object dies. 
Still thy charming form is play ing, 
Whether foft reclin'd by ftreams, | 
Or through ſhining crouds Im ftraying, | 
When dillolv'd in fleeting dreams. | 
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Hex I was a maiden of twenty, 


And my charms and my lovers were plenty; 
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Ah ! why did I ever fay no? . 
Now the ſwaine, though 1 court them, all fly me; 
I ſigh, but no lover comes nigh me : 

Ye virgins, be warn'd by my wo. 
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Ect.ix'D at caſe on this ſoſt bed, 
With fragrant leaves of myrtle ſpread, 

And flow'ry lote, III now reign 

My cares, and quaff the rofy wine. 

In decent robe, behind bim bound, 

Cupid ſhall ſerve the goblet round: 

For faſt away our moments ſteal, 

Like the {wift chariot's rolling wheel. 

The rapid courſe is quickly done, 

And ſoon the race of lite is run; 

Then, then, alas ! we droop, we dic, 

And ſunk in diſſolution lic ; 

Our frame no ſymmetry retains, 

Nought but a little duſt remains. 

Why on the tomb are odours thed ? 

Why pour'd libations to the dead ? 

To me, far better, white I live, 

Rich wines, and bulmy fragrance give 

Now, now, the roly wreath prepaze, 

And hither call the lovely fair. 

Now, while I draw my vital breath, 

Ere yet I lead the dance of death, 

For joy, my forrows I'll relign, 

And drown my cares in roſy wine. 

U 
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O, lovely roſe, 
Tell her that waſtes her time and me, 
That now ſhe knows, 

When I reſemble her to thee, 

Hew fweet and fair ſhe ſeems to be. 


Tell her that's young, 

And ſhuns to have her graces ſpy d, 
That hadſt thou ſprung 

In deſerts, where no men abidc, 

Thou muſt have uncommended dy d 


Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retir'd : 
Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herſelf to be deſir d. 
And not bluſh fo to be admir'd. 
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Beauteous face, fine ſhape, engaging air, 
With all the graces that adorn the fair; 

It theſe could fail their fo accuſtom'd parts, 

And not ſecure the conqueſt of our hearts, 

Sylvia has yet a vaſt reſerve in tore ; 

At ſight we love; but hearing, mult adore. 


There falls continual muſic from her tonguc ; 
The wit of Sappho, with her artful ſong. 
From ſirens thus we loſe the power to fly, 
We liſten for the charm, and ſtay to die. 
Ah! lovely nymph, I yield, I am undone ; 
Tour voice has finiſh'd whot your eyes begun 
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Ive me more love, or more diſdain ; 
The torrid or the frozen zone 
Brings equal caſe unto my pain, 
The temperate affords me none ; 
Either extreme of love or hate, 
Is fweeter than a calm eſtate. 


Give me a ſtorm, if it be love. 

Like Danae in a golden ſhower, 
I fwim in pleaſure ; it it prove 
My vulture hopes; and he's poſicts'd 
Of heav'n, that's but from hell releas's : 
Then crown my joys, or cure my pain; 
Give me more love, or more diſdain. 
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Gentle warmth comes o'er my heart ; 
Short pleaſing ſighs to blow the fire. 


Beauty and youth can ne'er want art, 
To heighten eager love's deſire. 
T figh, and ſhe trembles ; 
Yet her eyes ſhew tome joy, 
Which ſhe'd fain difſemble, 
By ſeeming more coy. 
Prithee, be no more coy, 
Prithee, Cyathia, my dear, 
We were made to enjoy 
The ſweet pleaſure we tear. 
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Ivx me but a friend and a glaſs, boys, 
PII ſhew ye what it is to be gay; 

Fil not care a fig for a laſs, boys, 
Nor love my briſk youth away: 

Give me but an honeſt fellow, 

That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four hours a-day. 


"Tis woman in chains does bind, boys, 
Bui tis wine that makes us tree ; 
"Tis woman that makes us blind, boys, 
But wine makes us doubly ice. 

The female is true to no man, 
Deceit is inherent in woman, 
But none in a brimmer can be. 


rr 
With the warmth of our deſires; 


Envious time about thee watches, 
And ſome grace each minute fnatches : 
Now a ſpirit, now a ray, 

From thy eye he ſtcals away; 

Now he blaſts fome blooming roſe, 
Which upon thy freſh cheek grows ; 
Gold now plunders in a hair ; 

Now the rubies doth impair 

Of thy lips, and with fure haſte 
All thy wealth will take at laſt ; 
Oaly that of which thou mak'ſt 
Uſe in time, from time thou tak'fi. 
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S archers and fidlers, who cunningly know 
The way to procure themſelves merit, 
Will always provide em two ſtrings to their bow, 


80 likewite the provident damſel ſhould do, 
Who'd make the beſt uſe of her beauty; 

If the mark ſlie would hit, or her leſſon paſs thro”, 
Two lovers muſt ſtill be on duty. 


Thus arm'd againſt chance, and fecure of ſupply, 
So far our revenge we may Cary 


Ine ſpark for our ſport we may jilt and ſet by, 
And t other, poor foul ! we may marry. 


CCC 

HII E roſes round our temples twine, 
We'll gaily quaff the ſparkling wine: 

And lo! the love-alluring fair, 

Her thyrſis brandiſhes in air, 

Wich cluſt' ring ivy wreath'd round, 

Whote branches vield a ruſtling iound; 

With graceful caſe her ſteps ſhe fits 

To notes of ſolt Ionian lates. 

youth, whoſe hair luxuriant flows 

In curls, with breath ambroſial blows 

The well-pair'd pipes, and, fweet!y clear, 

Pours melting muſic on the ear. 

Here Cupid too, with golden hair. 

And Bacchus, ever young and fair, 

With Cytherca, who inſpires 

Delightful thoughts and warm deſirca, 

Gay ſmiling join the feſtive train, 

And make an old man young :gaia. 
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rn 
Thou, thou that art fo cold, and fo ſevere; 
Who with vain gravity diſeas'd, 
Art © afraid of being pleas d; 


Come, liſten, liſten to our tuneful ſtrains, 


View the delightful nymphs, and raviſh'd fwains. 


Poor, loſt pfuloſopher 


How wilt thou find thy paTons here ? 


How with thyſelf all eye, and wiſh thyſelf all car 


Come, Stoic, come thou pro. d philoſopher, 


Thou, thou that art fo cold and ſo ſevere. 


Who fo ſevere, whom muſic cannot charm ? 
So cold, whom beauty cannot warm ? 


Then what madneſs 'tis to arm ! 
When fo kind too is th' alarm, 

And ſuch ſoftneſs does impart, 

Such gladſome tremblings to the heart. 


Who fo ſevere, whom muſic cannot charm ? 
So cold, whom beauty cannot warm? 


Let looſe thy foul to joy ; 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a toy. 
Fool he, that wants to be above 
Gay delight, and gentle love ! 


with the fweets of living. 
Let looſe thy foul to joy, 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a toy. 


Virtue, the miſtreſs of thy care, 
Is but a part of good ; 


—— — — v—— — 
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Neaſure's the reſt; is lovely fair, 
And would be wiſely wood. 
Cheat not thyſelf of bliſs was meant thee ; 
But take, take all kind fate has fent thee. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


All, all at fav'rite hours improve, 
Deal in muſic, deal in love ; 
All thy faculties employ, 
To treat thy jolly nature high ; 
Ev'ry tenſe allow its joy, 
And ev'ry joy its luxury. 
Let not age have to complain, 
That neglected youth was vain, 
Its pleaſures an untaſted ftream ; 
Let not time, when tis gone, 
Say that nothing was done, 
And lite ſcarce fo good as a dream. 
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OrGrive me, Chloe, if I dare 
Your conduct diſapprove ; 

The gods have made you wondrous fait, 
Not to diſdain, but love. 


Thoſe nice pernicious forms deſpiſc, 
That cheat you of your blifs; 
Let love inſtruct you to be wile, 
Whilſt youth and beauty is. 


Too late you will repent the time 
You loſe by your diſdain ; 

The flaves you ſcorn now in your prime, 
You'll ne'er retrieve again, 
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Eau rr now alone ſhall move him, 
Mars ſhall know no joy but love, 
Let the wiſer gods reprove him. 
Melting kitlcs, 
Mutual bliiſes, 
Beauty charming, 
Raiſe the foul to joys above. 


18288 fair creature, form'd to pleaſe, 

Forgive a wond ring youth's defire ; 

Thoſe charms, thoſe virtues, when he fees, 
How can he fee, a not admire ? 


While each the other ſtill improves, 
The faireſt face, the ſuĩreſt mind; 

Not, with the proverb, he that loves, 
But he that loves you not, is blind. 


NcHanTED by your voice and face, 
In pleaſing dreams I fainting lie : 
bleed, fair nymph, I bleed apace, 
And, oh, I languith ! ob, I dia 
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An angel's face, an angel's voice, 
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Sing, fair nymph, and let your eyes 
Upon your proftrate ſlave be ſhed ; 


Whene'er they pleaſe can raiſe the dead. 


Celia, ſcorn the little arts 

Which meaner beauties uſe, 

Who think they can't ſecure our hearts, 
Unleſs they ſtill refulc ; 


Are coy and ſhy, will ſeem to frown, 
To raiſe our paſſions higher ; 

But when the poor delight is known, 
It quickly palls defire. 

Come, let's not trifle time away, 

Or ſtop you know not why ; 


Your bluſhes and your eyes betray 
What death you mean to die ! 


Let all your maiden fears be gone, 
And love no more be croſt ; 
Ah ! Celia, when the joys are known, 
You'll curſe the minutes loſt. 


LT io a dt. ot. ts. al 
F wine and muſic have the pow'r 


To eaſe the ſickneſs of the foul ; 


Let Phœbus ev'ry ſtring explore, 
And Bacchus fill the ſprightly bowl. 


Let them their friendly aid employ, 
To make my Chloe's abſence light ; 
X 
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And ſeek for pleaſure, to deſtroy 
The forrows of this live-long night. 


But ſhe to-morrow will return ; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great; 
Thy myrtles ſtrow, thy odours burn, 
And meet thy fav'rite nymph in tate. 


| Kind goddeſs, to no other pow'rs 
Let us to-morrow's own : 


Thy darling loves ſhall guide the hours, 
And all the day be thine alone. 


KEENE HEE 


And before we go hence we'll ſpend it. 
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AR from thee be anxious care, 
— — he punts 
Empire's but a gilded ſnare ; 
And fickle is the warrior's fate. 
One only joy mankind can know, 
And love alone can that beſtow. 


v, let's be merry, 
While we've good ſherry ; 
Come, less be airy, 


_— * — — ' — — _ 


Ear not, dear ove, that I'll reveal 

. Thoſe hours of pleaſure we two ſteal ; 
No eye ſhall fee, nor yet the fun 
Deſcry what thou and I have done; 
No ear ſhall hear our love, but we 
As filent as the night ſhall be: 
X 2 
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The god of love himſelf, whoſe dart 

Did firſt wound mine, and then thy heart. 
Shall never know what we can tell, 
What fweets in ſtol'n embraces dwell ; 
This only means may find it out, 

H. when I die, phyſicians doubt 

What caus'd my death, and then, to view 
Of all their judgments which was true, 
Rip up my heart, oh ! then I fear 

The world will fee thy picture there. 
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ET wiſdom boaſt her mighty pow'r, 

With paſſion ſtill at ſtrife; 

Yet love is, fure, the ſovereign flower, 
The fweet perfume of life. 


The happy breeze that fwells the fail, 
When quite becalm'd they lie ; 
The drop, that will the heart regale, 

And ſparkle in the eye. 
The fun that makes us to delight, 
And drives the ſhades away ; 

And makes a brighter day. 
But if, alas! it wrongly ſeize, 
The cafe is twice as bad; 
This flow'r, fun, drop, or dream, or brecz: 

Will drive a blockhead mad 
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O reſtore ! with all her charms, 
The faithleſs vagrant to my arms. 
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me the wanton girls inſulting fay, 

| Here in this glaſs thy fading bloom ſurvey ; 
Juſt on the verge of life, tis equal quite, 
Whether my locks are black, or filver white ; 
Roſes around my fragrant brows I'll twine, 

And diſſipate anxieties in wine. 


RECITATIVE. 


Goddcis! moſt rever d above, 

Bright parent of almighty Love, 
Whoſe pow'r th' immortal gods confeſe, 
Hear, and approve my fond addreſs : 

In melting ſoftneſs I thy doves outvie, 

Then teach me like thy fwans to fing and fly ; 
So I thy vot'ry will for ever be, 

My ſong, my life I'll conſecrate to thee. 


AIR. 
Give me numbers ſtrong and fweet, 
Glowing | e 
Words that might a Veſtal woe, 
And melt a frozen heart to love. 
Bid, bid thy blind boy 
All his vigour employ ; 
in his wings would I foar up to tam 
Tis but juſt, if he fcorch 
My breaſt with his torch, 
my wit too be kindle a flame. 
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RECITATIVE. 
Trophies to chaſtity let others raiſe, 
In notes as cold as the dull thing they praiſe, 
To rage like mine more ſprightly themes belong, 
Gay youth inſpires, and beauty claims my. fong ; 
Me all the little loves and graces own ; 
For I was born to worſhip them alone. 


AI Rn. 


Tell not me the joys that wait 

On him that's rich, on him that's great : 
Wealth and wiſdom I deſpiſe; 

Cares furround the rich and wile. 

No, no, — let love, let life be mine ; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 
Speed the dancing hours away, 

And mind not what the grave ones fay : 
Speed, and gild em as they fly, 

With love and freedom, wit and joy: 
Bus'nefs, title, pomp, and ſtate, 

Give 'em to the fools I hate. 
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| UE venal Belinda to grant you the bleſſing 
| As Jove courted Danae, or vain's your addreſſing; 
For love, ſhe aſſerts, all that's gen'rous inſpires, | 
And theretore rich tokens of love ſhe requires. 
Such ſuitors as nothing but ardours are boaſting, 
Will neer reach Ely lum, but ever be coaſting, 
Like pcnnyleſs ghoſts, deny'd paſlage by Charon, 
They'll find, without fee, unrelenting the fair one. 
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But give me the nymph not ungrateful to wooing, 
By whom a true heart is accepted as ſterling, 
And Cupid alone makes her lover her darling. 
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ET em cenſure : what care I ? 
The herd of critics I defy. 
Let the wretches know, I write 
Regardleſs of their grace or ſpite. 
No, no ; the fair, the gay, the young, 
Govern the numbers of my ſong. 

All that they approve is fweet ; 

And all is ſenſe that they repear. 


Bid the warbling Nine retire : 
Venus, firing thy ſervant's lyre ; 
Love ſhall be my endleſs theme 
Pleaſure ſhall triumph o'er fame 
And when theſe maxims I decline, 
Apollo, may thy fate be mine : 

May I graſp at empty praiſe, 

And loſe the nymph to gain the bays. 


DOD 


"Y"© make Oe down cies 

Mingle fweet roſes with the wine; 
Delicious will the liquor prove, 

For roſes are the flow'rs of love: 

And while with wreaths of roles crown'd, 
Hail, lovely roſe | to thee I fing, 
Thou ſweeteſt daughter of the ſpring 


erer 
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All mortals prize thy beauties bright; 

In thee the pow'rs above delight. 

Gay Cupid, with the Graces bland, 
When lightly bounding hand in hand ; 
With nimble feet he beats the ground, 
Shows his bright locks with rofes crown'd. 
Here then the flow'ry garland bi ing: 
With numbers ſweet I'll wake the ſtring, 
And crown'd with rofes, heav'nly flow'rs, 
Admitted, Bacchus, to thy bow'rs, 

With ſnowy-boſom'd Sappho gay, 

III dance the teather'd hours away. 


ISSIDSSPSISTISES PISOSSSSSSSSSUSTITDSS 
RECITATIVE. 


HE faithlefs Theſcus ſcarce had got on board, 
When Ariadne wak'd, and miſs'd her lord; 
Sudden ſhe roſe, and to the beach ſhe flew, 
And faw his veſſel leſſening to her view : 
She ſmote her breaſt, ſhe rav'd, and tore her hair, 
Then in ſoft plaints ſhe vented her deſpair. 
' Arn 
Ah! Theſeus, Theſeus, ſtay ; 
Ceaſe, ye winds, to blow ; 
Kind Neptune, ceaſe to flow ; 
Nor waft my love away : 
Ah! whither wilt thou go? 
Could I ſerve thee fo ? 


Ah, Theſeus ! tell me why you fly 
From her who gave vou power to ly ? 


Y 
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RECITATIVE. 


The jolly god who rules the jovial bow!, 
Bacchus, whoſe gifts reanimate the foul, 
Heard, and beheld poor Ariadne's grief, 
And gently thus adminiſter'd reliet. 


AIR. 
Ceaſe, lovely nymph, to weep, 


Wipe off that falling tear ; 


Though Theſeus plough the deep, 
You've ſtill a lover here. 
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RECITATIVE. 


With ſoft reluctance ſhe at laſt comply d, 
And to her lips the nectar d cup apply'd ; 
The potent draught, with more than magic art, | | 
Flew through her veins, and fei d her yielding hen 

In wine ambroſial all her cares were drown'd, 
And with fucceſs the jovial god was. crown'd ; 
While old Silenus, as he reel'd along, 
Thus entertain'd them with his frolic ſong 
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Take a comforting glaſs, and drown all deſpair. 
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Let the nymph that's forſaken for one that's more fair, 


Let the fond youth, who would win the coy maid, 
Inſtead of his Cupid feek Bacchus's aid ; 

Jolly Bacchus ne'er fails in performing his part, 

Let him gain the head, and you'll foon gain the heart. 


| > pa to arms, the enemy's at hand, 
Laura appears; ſtand to your glaſſes, ſtand. 
The god of love, the god of wine defies, 
Bchold him in full march in Laura's eyes. 


V1 
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Bacchus, to arms, and to reſiſt the dart, 
Each with a faithful brimmer guard his heart. 
Fly, Bacchus, fly, there's treaſon in the cup, 
For love comes pouring in with ev'ry drop ; 
1 feel him in my heart, my blood, my brain; 
Fly, Bacchus, fly, reſiſtance is in vain ; 

Or, craving quarter, crown a friendly bowl 
To Laura's health, and give up all thy foul. 


CENCE DENIED NENT 


LL compliance apart, 
I examin'd my heart 
Laſt night, as I kid me to reit; 
And, methinks, I'm inclin'd 
To a change of my mind, 
For, you know, ſccond thoughts are the beſt. 


To retire from the croud, 
For to make ourſelves good, 
By avoiding ev'ry temptation, 
Is in truth to reveal, 
What we ought to concea!, 
That our paſſions want fome regulation, 
It will much more abound 
To our praiſe, to be found, 
In a world io prolitic of evil, 
Unpolluted and pure, 
Though not fo demure, 
As to wage open war with dhe Coil, 


So bidding farewell 
To all thoughts of a cell, 
i re:o've on à militant Hife; 
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And if brought to diſtreſs, 
Why, then, PII confeſs, 
And do penance in ſhape of a wife. 


FFT 


E belles, and ye flirts, and ye pert little things, 
Who trip in this frolickſome round, 

Pray tell me, from whence this indecency ſprings, 
The ſexes at once to confound ; 

What means the cock'd hat, and the maſculine air, 
With each motion defign'd to perplex ? | 

Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, 
And ſoftneſs the teſt of your ſex. 

The girl who on beauty depends for ſupport, 

May call ev'ry art to her aid : 

The boſom diſplay d, and the petticoat ſhort, 
Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade. 

But you, on whom fortune indulgently ſiniles, 
And whom pride has preferv'd from the ſnare, 

Should lily attack us with coyneſs and les, 
Not with open and intolcat air, 


The Venus, whoſe ſtatue delights all mankind, 
Shrinks modeſtly back from the view, 

And kindly ſhould ſeem by the artiſt defgu'd 
To ſerve as a model for you. 

Then lcarn with her beauties to copy her air, 
Nor venture too much to reveal ; 

Our fancies wil! paint what you cover with care, 
And double each charm you conccal. 


The bluſhes of morn, and the mildncis of May, 
Are charms which no art can precure ; 
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Oh ! be but yourſelves, and our homage we pay, 
And your empire is folid and fure. 

But if Amazon-like you attack your gallants, 
And put us in fear of our lives, 

You may do very well for ſiſters and aunts, 
But, believe me, you'll never be wives. 
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EavTyY pilds the bluſhing morn, 
Hangs the dew-drop on the thorn ; 
Paints the roſe in richeſt bloom, 
That fills the air with ſweet perfume ; 

But fweet perfume, 

Nor roſe in bloom, 
Nor dew-drop bright, 
Nor morning-light 
In charms can vie 
With woman's eye. 
In woman's eye we raptur'd view, 
Beauty at oace and pleaſure too. 
eee 
L me, dear charmer, tell me why, 
All other joys io quickly cloy ; 
All but the joys of loving thee, 
And they alone immortal be ; 
They neither dull the mind nor ſenſe, 
Nor loſe their pleaſing influence. 
For ever I, with fierce deſire, 
Could gaze cn thee, and never te; 
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My raviſh'd ears could, all day long, 
Feaſt on the muſic of thy tongue ; 

And when that fails, yet ſtill in you 
I ſomething find that's always new. 


. - 
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Hit.sT wanton Cupids round me fly, 
And charm my foul with new deſire ; 
| In vain to Bacchus I apply ; 
For wine ſtill makes the flame grow higher. 
To ſtruggle farther 'twere in vain, 
Or of my fate complain : 


None the true joys of love can taſte, 
But thoſe who meet with pain. 


Arx Chloe my breaſt ſo alarms, 

From her pow'r I no refuge can find ; 
Ik another I take in my arms, 
>, Yet my Chloe is then in my mind. 
| Unbleſs d with the joy, till a pleafure I want, 
Which none but my Chloe, my Chloe can grant. 
| Let Chloe but fmile, I grow gay, 

And | feel my heart ſpring with delight; 
On Chloe I could gaze all the day, 

And Chloe do wiſh for each night. 
Unbleſs'd with the joy, till a pleaſure I want, 
Which none but my Chloe, my Chloe can grant. 
Oh ! did Chloe but know how I love, 

And the pleaſure of loving again ; 
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My paſſion her favour would move, 

And in prudence ſhe'd pity my pain : 
Good-nature and int'reſt ſhould both make her kind, 
For the joy the might give, and the joy the might find. 
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rere 
That e er in love was known, 
»Twould be the higheſt of my wiſh, 
T' enjoy your heart alone. 
And crowns unenvy'd wear; 
They ſhould no rival have of me, 


Chloe, laughing at his crying, 

Told him, that he lov'd in vain ; 

But repenting, and complying, 
When he kiſs d, ſhe kiſs d again; 

Kiſs'd him once before his dying, 
Kiſs d him up, and eas'd his pain 
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IS love that makes all nature gay, 
All creatures can rejoice ; 
A thouſand plealures round him play. 
And muſic in his voice. 
The feather'd choir in ev'ry grove, 
Stretch out their warbling throats ; 
And tell their little tales of love, 
In wild harmonious notes. 


Haſte, Celia, haſte the grand deſign 
Of nature to approve ; 


Let's in the world's great chorus join, 


In uniſon of love. 


Dee 


O woman her envy can ſmother, 
Though never fo vain of her charms ; 
If a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms. 


New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making. 
Or fancies her power grows leſs ; 
Her poor little heart is fill aching, 
At ſight of another's ſucceis. 


But nature deſign d, in love to mankind, 
Thar different beauties ſhould move ; 
Still pleas d to ordain, none ever ſhould reign 

Sole monarch in empire of love. 
Then learn to be wiſe, new triumphs deſpiſe, 
And leave to your neighbours their due ; 
If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 
You'll not be contented with two. 
2 
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Eavy reafoner, talk no more, ' 


Give me Celia o'er and o'er, 
Beyond reaſon, without meaſure ; 
My youthful ardour ſhall be fed with gay deſire, 
And ev'ry circling year add fewel to the fire. 


The lleepy image of thy brain 
Shall only o'er its dreamer reign, 

The impious apprehend no juys above ; 
Nor canſt thou juſtly think of love; 
Reſides themſelves, the gods alone can know 
The joys that from contenting lovers flow. 
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OW inſipid were life without thoſe delights 

In which jolly briſk youths ſpend their days and 
their nights? 

Unhappy, grave wretches, who live by falſe meaſure, 

And for empty, vain ſhadows refuſe real pleaſure : 

To fuch fools, while vaſt joys on the witty are waiting, 

Life's a tedious, long journey, without ever baiting. 
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F gold could lengthen life, I fwear, 
It then ſhould be my chiefeſt car 
To get a heap, that I might jay, 
When death came to demand his pay, 
Thou tlave, take this, and go thy way. 


But ſince life is not to be bought, 
Why ſhould I plague myſcif for nougbe * 
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Or fooliſhly diſturb the ſkies 

With vain complaints or fruitleſs cries ? 
For if the fatal deſtinies 

Have all decreed it ſhould be fo, 


What good will gold or crying do ? 


Give me, to caſe my thirſty foul, 

The joys and comforts of the bowl ; 
Freedom and health, and whilſt I live, 
Let me not want what love can give. 
Then ſhall I die in peace, and have 
This conſolation in the grave, 

That once I had the world my ſlave. 


you'd court the joy won't leave you, 
Pay your vows at Bacchus” ſhrine ; 
Other pleaſures will deceive you, 
Truth is only found in wine. 
If you'd court, &. 


Let the puny, ſneaking lover 
Bow to Cupid like a fool ; 
Juſt experience will diſcover, 
He's no more than woman's tool. 
He's no more, &c. 
Bring more wine then, charge the glaſſcs, 
Let 'em flow with gen'rous red ; 
Drown a thouſand loving aſſes, 
Then in triumph march to bed. 
Zring more, &c. 
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ET the am'rous coxcomb adore a fair face, 

An hour's enjoyment makes him look like an afs. 
Let the filly, vain fop to honours aſpire, 

He burns with the torments of boundleſs deſirot 


And let the old miſer hoard up his curs'd pelf, 
The lover, th ambitious, and miſer, are fools, 
There's no ſolid joy but in jolly full bowls. 
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With + freſh ſupply of wine ; 1 
For I fee, by all your faces, . 
In my wiſhes you will join. 


It is not the charms of beauty 
Which I purpole to proclaim : 

We a while will leave that duty, 
For a more prevailing theme. 


To the health m now propoſing. 
Let's have one full glaſs at leaſt ; 
No one here can think't impoſing, 


That I was young again, 
Fd friſł it beyond meaſurc, F 

Kiſs, and dance, and ſport amain, 
And wanton it at leiturg. | 2 


Free and gay, 
I'd paſs the dar, 
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At night I'd hug my treaſure; 


Then I'd bed, 
But never wed, 
For marriage damps the pleaſure. 


OOOOOOOUOOOUUOGUUOOE 


Ove in her eyes fits playing, 
And ſheds delicious death; 
Love in her lips is ſtraying, 
And warbling in her breath. 
Love on her breaſt fits panting, 
And fwells with foft deſire ; 
No grace, no charm is wanting, 
To ſet the heart on fire. 


FCC 


ILL, fill the bowl with ſparkling wine, 
The joyous, rich repaſt prepare; 
Drink, drink, my friends, and ne'er repine, 
Of fortune's frowns let others ſhare : 
Thoſe ſhe exalts are but her ſport, 
The play-things of her fickle mind ; 
And thoſe who moſt her favours court, 
Are in her gifts the moſt behind. 


Then unconcern'd let life glide on, 

Let mirth employ the preſent hour, 
For ere to-marrow's riſing fun, 

The fates may ſnatch it from our pow. 
Drink on, and puſh the glaffes round, 

Let hope to-day prevent defpair ; 
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Let mirth, and joy, and wine abound, Fe 
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Hitt o'er his bags the fordid flave, 
Or o'er his books the ſophiſt grave 
Improves the coffer or the mind, 

But, ah ! no happineſs can find; 
Such the effects of vain defire, | 
Still wanting what we can't acquire. 


YOOQODOCOCOOOCOCOCOOCO 


ITICANS may prate S 
On affairs of the ſtate, 
And wrangle and make a great rout ; 
But our voices we'll join 
In the praiſe of good wine, 
Ba, my Thanh, put the „ 


Brave boys. 
So my fricnds, Sc. 


Tis this makes us bold, | 
And will keep out the cold, 
Such virtues in claret combine : 8 
While the flaſk is in view, 
Our joys are ſtill new, 
Ard our cares are all drown'd in good wine. 


Brave boys. Tr 
That fellow's an aſs, 33 
Who would ſneak from his glaſe 'Tis 
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For ſome inſolent Chloe to whine ; 
Let him come no more here, 
For by Bacchus I fwear, 
He's not worthy to taſte of our wine, 
Brave boys. 


The nectar of old, 
That fo much is extoll'd, 
Which the deities drink when they dine, 
Let none hence deceive ye, 
For, if you'll believe me, 
Their neftar's no more than good wine, 


E national ſchemers, a while give me leave, 
A heme I'll advance that thall no one deceive ; 
No humbug I mean, fet on foot by the great, | 
Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme, it is not of the ſtate. 


No hazards your tickets divide into ſhares, 

To plunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, | 
The wheel is good humour'd, the prize is good wine. 


From a ſcheme fuch as this, what delight muft accrue 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due ? 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtues inſpir d, 

The cauſe I'Il relate you, io juſtly admir'd. 

'Tis wine givcs that freedom we always maintain, 
The flave fill'd with claret deſpiſes his chain; 

'Tis wine gives us wit and ennobles our ſenſe, 

and aids fancy's flight as new Þirits commence. 
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The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms, 

The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 

The preacher delivers his precepts fo fine, a 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the wine. 
Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You are fure of a prize for no more than a crown ; 
To take off the hyp, and renew you with gee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, | 

To be happy for once, — fieal a crown from bimſelf. 

Ye ſons of the turf, leave your trickling and lies, 

The whole courſe is a blank, — here you are ſure of a 
prize. 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whatever may pleaſe, 

Leave your ſighing and care, here you'll quickly find 
| eate ; | 

Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 

This evening we draw, Sir, at — Comus's hall. 


mg * — = * - >. 
DDS SIDED DE DESSSS 


ExEaTH his ample ſhade I lay, 
Defended from the ſultry day; 
His cooling fruit my thirſt aſſuag d, 
And quench'd the fire that in me rag d; 
Till ſated with the luſcious taſte, 

I roſe and blefs'd the fweet repaſt. 


Al ur ſwe=tneG ever flowing 
From her dropping bp diftils, 


— 
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Fill with cooling juice the bowl; 
Aſſuage the fever in my foul ! 
With copious draughts my thirſt remove, 
And footh the heart that's ſick of love. 


Russ, my fair, and come away, 
The chearful ſpring begins to-day ; 
Bleak winter's gone, with all her train 
Of chilling froſts and dropping rain. 
Amidſt the verdure of the mead 

The primroſe lifts ber velvet head. 

The warbling birds, the woods among, 
Salute the ſeaſon with a. ſong. 
The cooing turtle in the grove, 
Renews his tender tale of love ; 

The vines their infant"tendrils ſhoot ; 
The fig-tree buds with early fruit ; 
All welcome in the genial ray; 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away. 
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Or view the fruits the vineyard yields, 
Or the apples cluſtering bough : 

There, in cloſe embowered ſhades, 
Impervious to the noon-tide ray, 

By tinkling rills on roſy beds, 
We'll love the fultry hours away. 


ET me (love) thy bole aſcending, 
| On the fwelling cluſters feed: 
In my cloſe embrace ſhall bleed. 
From thy honey-dropping mouth, 
Sweeter than the ſummer-breezes, 


Blowing from the genial fouth, 


"3 
E woods and ye mountains unknown, 


Beneath whoſe pale ſhadows I ſtray, 
To the breaſt of my charmer alone, 
Theſe ſighs bid fweet echo convey. 


Where-ever he penſively leans, 
By fountain, on hill, or in grove, 

His heart will explain what ſhe means, 
Who ſings both from forrow and love. 


More foft than the nightingale's ſong, 
Oh! waft the fad found to his ear, 
And fay, Though divided fo long, 
The friend of his boſom is near. 
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Then tell him, what years of delight, 
Then tell him, what ages of pain, 
I felt while I liv'd in his fight, 

I feel till I fee him again. 


KNOKKIOKNNOIKKIOKINNOKNOOOK 


PID, my pleaſure, 
Soft love, I thee implore ; 
Bacchus, my treaſure, 
Briſk wine I will adore. 
Give me a beautiful maid, 
To bliſs my longing arms; 
Fill me a bumper of red, 
In that I view all charms. 
Wirhout thy joy, 
Lite ſoon would cloy, 
And prove a mere diſeaſe : 
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come, my dear Harry, 
Come, bring us more liquor in ; 
Let us never tarry, 
Since revels with us begin. 
Let vs tipple on, 
Till the fun and the moon are gone, 
Till our faces outſhine 
Their faces divine, 
And rival the riſing ſun. 
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Hex Phczbus the tops of the hills does adorn, 
How fweet is the found of the echoing horn ? 
When the antling ſtag, arous d by the found, 
Zrecting his ears, nimbly fweeps o'er the ground, 
And thinks he has left us behind on the plain, 


But ftill we purſue, 
And now come in view of the glorious game. 


O ſee how again he rears up his head ! 

| And, wing'd with fear, he redoubles his ſpeed. 

But, O tis in vain! 'tis in vain that he flies, 

That his eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe their cries; 

For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies ; | 
And he pants, 


Till by well-ſcented hounds furrounded he dies. | [ 
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WY Hen &-t 1 fought fair Calia's love, 
And ev'ry charm was new, 


I fwore by all the gods above, 
To be tor ever true. 
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But long in vain did 1 adore, 
Long wept and figh'd in vain ; 
She ſtill proteſted, vow'd, and fwore, 
She ne'er would caſe my pain. 


At laſt o'ercome, ſhe made me bleſs'd, 
and 1 foro ber, when pol 
her, when ö 
And fled to others arms. A 


But let not this, dear Czlia, now 
Thy breaſt to rage incline ; 


For why, fince you forgot your vow 
Should I remember mine ? f 
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WI Har beauty is, let Strephon tell: 

Who oft has try'd it, knows it well, 
Not all the wonders of a face, 
Not ſnowy breaſts, through which is ſeen 
The purple blood that boils within ; 
Whilſt playſome Cupids dance in fmiles ; 
Not youth, not ſhape, not air, not eyes ; 
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Wy mm = yp ng Genes hos 
all repeat 
Pay 5-1 7 ode 
1 ſigh, I weep, complain, and pray; 
in vain I figh, in vaia implore, 
The teaſing fair fill cries, Encore. 
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Oh ! Paphian queen, propitious prove, 
Incline her heart to me and love; 


Then when encircled in her arms, 
Panting I'll rifle all her charms ; 
May ſhe in melting founds implore, 


And cry, Dear Strephon, Oh ! Encore, 
adETI222T2TaTTaianeneiETtvhe22 2x 


Hen Daphne firſt her ſhepherd faw, 
A ſudden trembling ſeiz d her; 

Honour her wond' ring looks did awe ; 
She durſt not view what pleas'd her. 


When at her feet he ſighing lay, 

She found her heart complying ; 

Yet would not to her love give way, 
To fave her fwain from dying. 


The little god flood laughing by, 
To fee her dext'rous feigning ; 
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My pleaſures thus heighten'd 
No improvement receive, 
But what the dear fight 
Of my Phillis can give ; 
The charms of her eyes, 
The force of my wine, 
Do then in harmonious confed'racy join, 
To rap me with joys, 

To rap me with joys 
Scraphic, ſeraphic and divine. 


11 Er, Chloe, not fo faſt, 

Let's not run and wed in haſte ; 
We've a thouſand things to do, 
You muſt fly, and I purſue ; 
You muſt frown, and I muſt figh ; 
J intreat, and you deny. 
Stay, — if I'm never croſt, 
Half the pleaſure will be loſt. 


Be, or ſeem to be, ſevere, 
Giye me reaſon to deſpair ; 
Fondneſs will my wiſhes cloy, 
Make me careleſs of the joy. 
Lovers may gf courſe complain 
Ot their trouble, and their pain; 
But if pain and trouble ceaſe, 
Love without it will not pleaſe. 
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E little loves that hourly wait, 
To bring trom Celia's eyes my fate ; 
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Tell her my pain in fofteſt ſigha, 


But if that won't her pity move, 
And the coy nymph diſdains to love, 
Tell her again 'tis all a lie, 

And ha. ghty Strephon ſcorns to die. 


eee 


age — 

It gives us command, 

It makes us lov'd and reſpected : 
"Tis now, as of yore, 

Wit and ſenſe when poor, 

Are ſcorn'd, o'erlook'd, and neglected. 
Though peeviſh and old, 

If women have gold, 

They have youth, good-hamour, and beauty : 
Among all mankind, 
Withour it we find, 

Nor love, nor favour, nor duty. 
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RSUING beauty, men deſcry 
The Glas Gare, 205 „„ 
(Still richer in variety) 

The treaſure of the land of love. 


We women, like weak Indians, ſtand 
The wand'ring rovers to our land ; 
But ſhe who trades with 'em is loft. 
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With humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing, unſeen, into the heart ; 
They quickly act anocher part. 
For beads and baubles we reſign, 
In ignorance, our ſhining ſtore ; 
Diſcover nature's richeſt mine, 
And yet the tyrants will have more. 


Be wile, be wiſe, and do not try, 
How he can court or you be won ; 
For love is but diſcovery, 
When that is made, the pleafure's done. 
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AKE not the firſt refuſal ill, 

Though now ſhe won't, anon ſhe will : 
She were not woman, if ſhe knew 

One moment what the next ſhe'd do. 

If you'll have patience, ſhe'll be kind, 

To- day ne'er knew to-morrow's mind: 

Wait till you find her in the cue, 

If you don't aſk her, ſhe'll aſk you. 


Ide, ring the bar-bell of the world, 
Great Bacchus calls for wine ; 
Haſte, pierce the globe, its juices drain, 
To whet him ere he dine. 
Have you not heard the bottle cluck, 
When firſt you have pour'd it forth ? 
B b 
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' The globe ſhall cluck as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood fuch fons of worth. 


When this world's out, more worlds we'll have : 
Who dare oppoſe the call ? 
F we had twice ten thoufand worlds, 
Exe night we'd drink them all. 
See, fee our drawer, Atlas, comes, 
His caſłk upon his back; 
Haſte ! drink and fwill, let's booze amain, | | 
Till all our girdles crack. h | 
Apollo cry'd, Let's drink amain, | 
Left Time ſhould go aſtray. | 


We'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply'd, 
We gods can make a day. | 


Brave Hercules, who took the hint, | 
And made him gorge ſuch potions down, | 
That Time forgot to think. 


Dathinking Time thus overcome, 
And nonpluſs'd in the vaſt, 

Diffolv'd in the æthereal world, 
Sigh'd, languiſh'd, groan'd his laſt. 

Now time's no more, let's drink away ; | 
Hang flinching, make no wards ; - © 
We'll yet as drunk as lords. s | 


] 
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IT and Beauty once contended | | 
Which ſhould reign in Celia's arms ; 


- 
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Both an equal claim pretended | 
To be fole monarch of her charms. 


Till at laſt they both agreed 
To maintain alternate way; 
One by night to bleſs her bed, 
And one to win her heart by day. 
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AY, all ye friends, that now are met 
Around this ſparkling bowl, 

Does any fad unhappy fate 

Lag heavy on the foul ? 


Does any here the lover mourn 
Of ſome imperious fair, 

Who treats his offerings with ſcorn, 
And kills him with deſpair ? 

Or is there any weary mind 

Wich poverty ſo great, 

As keeps his joys cloſe confin'd 
In (laviſh goals for debt ? 


Af fo, drink twice a ſingle ſhare, 
Quick toſs the liquor round, 
And you ſhall find that ſtupid care 
Will preſently be drown'd. 


See, ſee the bowl with pleaſing files 
Invites us to a bliſs ; 

All cloudy forrows it beguiles, 
And flows all happineſs. 


Come join in chorus, to the praiſe 
Of the great god of wine; 
Bb 2 
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O jolly Bacchus! pow'rful god, 
All happinets is thine. 
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H we love, and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know ; 

Random, chance, or wilful fate, 
Guides the ſhaft from Cupid's bow. 


If on me Zelinda frown, 
'Tis madneſs all in me to prieve ; 
Since her will is not her own, 
Why ſhould 1 uneaſy live? 


Tf 1 for Zelinda dic, 
Deaf to poor Miſolla's cries, 
Aſt not me the reaſon why, 
Scek the riddle in the ſkies. 


p ———— ————— 


Har which her ſlender waiſt confin'd, 
Shall now my joyful temples bind ; 
No monarch but would give his crown, 
His arms might do what this has done. 
It my heav'n's extremeſt ſphere, 
The pale which held that lovely deer : 
My joy, my grief, my hope, my love, 
Did all within this circle move ! 
A narrow compaſs ! and yet there 
Drvelr all that's good, and all that's fair: 
Give me but what this riband bound, 
Take all the reſt the ſun goes round. 


—— 
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| AY, lovely Sylvia, lewd and fair, 
| Venus in face and mind, 


Why muſt not I that beauty ſhare 
You pour on all mankind ? 

On prince and porters heads, 

Why muſt it now leave only me 
To languiſh in the ſhades ? 


In vain you cry, you'll fin no more, 
In vain you pray and faſt ; 

You'll ne er periuade us, till threefcore, 
That Sylvia can be chaſte. 


When thus affectedly you cant, 

-| You're ſuch a young beginner, 

You make at beſt an awkward faint, 
That are a charming finner. 


CCC 


HE danger is over, the battle is paſt, 
The nymph had her tears, but ſhe ventur'd at 
laſt ; 

| She try'd the encounter, and when it was done, 
4 She ſmil'd at her folly, and own'd ſhe has won. 
By her eyes we diſcover the bride had been pleas'd ; 
Her bluſhes become her, her paſſion is eas d; 
She diſſembles her joy, and affects to look down. 
She ſighs, tis for forrow tis ended fo foon. 
| Appear all ye virgins, both aged and young, 
And you that have carry'd that burthen too long, 
Who've loſt precious time, and you who are loſing, 
Betray'd by your tears twixt doubting and chuſfing ; 
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Draw near, and learn what will ſettle your mind, 
You'll find yourſelves happy when once you are kind ; 
Do but wiſely reſolve the fweet venture to run, 

The loſs will be little, and much to be won. 


CCC A SEES ES IS LE 


Macedon youth 
Left behind him this truth, 

That nothing is done with much thinking, ; 

He drunk and he fought, 

Till he had what he fought, 
The world was his own by good drinking. 

He drench'd his brave foul 

In a plentiful bowl, 
And caſt away trouble and forrow ; 

His head never run | 

Of what he had done, | 
For he car'd not to-day, for to-morrow. 
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THY ſhould our damn'd tyrants oblige us to live 
On the pittance of pleaſure which they only give ? 
We muſt not rejoice 
With wine and with noiſe ; 
In vain we meft wake in a dull bed alone, 
Whilft to our warm rival the bottle they're gone. 
Then lay afide charms, 
Aud tale up theſe “arms. 


"Tis wine only gives their courzge and wit, 
Becauſe we live ſober, to men we ſubmit. 
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It for beauties you'd paſs, 
Take a lick of the glals, 
'Twill mend your complexions ; and when they are gone, 
The beſt red we have is the red of the grape. 
Then, ſiſters, lay't on, 
And damn a good ſhape. 
CANE NED DENNDERNDE 
we Celia, ſhould you fo much ftrive 
Your kindling paſſion ro conceal ? 
Your lips, though they denial give, 
Yet all your actions love reveal. 
In vain you ſtrive, in vain, alas 
The charming paſſion to diſguilc ; 
It glows, it bluſhes on your face, 
And ſparkles in your fwimming eyes. 
Your eyes, thoſe emblems of the heart, 
Still contradict whate'er you fay ; : 
And though your lips deny the ſmart, 
Your eyes are more believ'd than they. 


FFF 


12 when to pleaſure the powers do invite you, 
Time on the wing is fleeting away; 
And as the bright ſeaſon of youth does delight vou. 
Crown the dear moments with mirth while you may. 
With truly grateful and free open fancies 
Of ſongs and briſk dances, intreat him to ſtay. 
His golden treaſure 
Then prudently meaſure, 
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Let innocent paſtime and virtue delight you, 
W. and innocence always we gay ; 


Thoſe who inherit 
Such fweetneis of ſpirit, 


Live, and enjoy true delights ev'ry day. 


HY are your charms by frowns defac'd, 


Too well I rue the hapleſs theft; 
Too fatal your diſdain ; 

I loft, — ah no! my life is left, 
I feel it by the pain. 


Sure might I taſte another ſuch, 
So warm with fierce deſire ; 
My foul, exulting at the touch, 
Would through my lips expire. 
Then, Sylvia, take my parting breath, 
In ſuch another kiſs ; 
Glut your revenge, and let my death 
Atone the raviſh'd bliſs. 


heal the wound a bee had made 
Upon my Kitty's face, 
Honey upon her cheek the laid, 


A 


or SONGS. 


Plens'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Imbib'd both fweet and ſmart, 

The honey on my lips I found, 
The ſting within my heart. 
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Wer on Amintor's form I gaze, 
And liſten to his voice, 

Strephon in vain his wealth diſplays, 

| Love leaves no room for choice. 


| But oh, the force of pomp and ſhow ! 
How fickle women are ! 
Let but Amintor from me go, 
| My eyes for wealth declare. 
Quick then, Amintor, to me fly, 
With boldneſs play thy part; 7 


| The gaudy proſpect charms my eyr, 
| But love alone my heart. 
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Har a pother of late 
Hare they kept in the Pate, 
About ſetting our coniciences free * 
A bottle has more. 
Diſpenſations ia {tore 
Than the king and the Nate can decres. 
When my head's full of wine, 
I cerflow with deſign, 
And know no penal lies that can curb me 
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Whate'er I adviſe 
Seems good in my eyes, 

And religion ne'er dares to diſturb me. 
No fancy remorſe 

Intrudes in my courſe, 

Nor impertinent notions of evil ; 

So there's claret in ſtore, 

In peace I've my whore, 

And in peace I jog on to the devil. 


OOOUOOOUOOOOO UP 


Wi I am carouling to chear up my ſoul. 
Oh how I triumph tg ſee a full bow! ! 
This is the treafure, 

The only pleaſure, 


The bleſſing that makes me rejoice and ſing. 
Thus while I'm drinking, 


Free from dull thinking, 
Then am I greater than the greateſt Ling. 


— tou go 

In its graces and airs, 

All bright as an angel new dropt from the (cy ; 
At diſtance I gaze, and am aw'd by my fears ; 

So ſtrangely you dazzle my eye 


But when, without art, 


Your kind thoughts you impart, 
When your love runs in bluſhes through ev'ry vein, | 
When it darts from your eyes, when it pants in your | 
heart ; 

Then I know you're woman again, 
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There's a paſſion and pride 
In our ſex (ſhe reply'd) ; 
And thus (might I gratify both) I would do: 
Still an angel appear to each lover beſide, 
But ſtill be a woman to you. 


ALE Nee ee 


Irn horns and with hounds I waken the day, 
And hie to my woodland walks away ; 
I tuck up my robe, and am buſkin'd foon, 
And tie to my forchead a waxing moon ; 
I courle the fleet ſtag, unkennel the fox; 
And chaſe the wild goats o'er ſummits of rocks; 
With ſhouting and hooting we pierce through the ſky, 
And echo turns hunter, and doubles the cry. | 
With ſhouting, Cr. 


T noon one ſultry ſummer's day, 
The brighteſt lady of the May, 
Young Chloris, innocent and gay, 
Sat knotting in a ſhade. 
Each {lender finger play'd its part, 
With ſuch activity and art, 
As would inflame a youthful heart, 
And warm the molt decay'd. 
Her fav'rite fwain by chance came by, 
He faw no anger in her eye ; 
Yet when the baſhful boy drew nigh, 
She would have feem'd afraid. 
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She let her ivory needle fall, 
And huri'd away the twiſted ball; 
But ſtrait gave Strephon fuch a call, 
As would have aid the dearl. 
Dear, gentle youth, there's none but ther. 
With innecence, I dare be free; 
By ſo much truſt and modeſty 
No nymph was c'er betray'd. 
Came, lean thy head upon my lap. 


While thy fmooth cheeks I ſtroke and cla, 


Thou mayſt ſecurely take a nap : 
Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 
She faw him yawn, and heard him foorc. 
And found him faſt 2fleep all o'er ; 
She frgh'd, and could endure no more, 
But ſtarting up, ſhe ſaid, 
Such virtue ſhall rewarded be; 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
II troft thee with my flocks, not me; 
Purſue thy graſing trade; 
Go, milk thy goats, and ſhear thy ſheep, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd afleep 
By me, miſtaken maid. 


Had rather enjoy 
A girl that is coy, 
Than one who is caſy perſuaded ; 
For though for a white 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, 
Yet at length her fort is invaded. 
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When then ſhe's poſſeſs d, 
You doubly are bleſs d; 
Though from pleaſure a while you're conſin d, . 
The heart is on fire 
With zealous deſire, 
And the joy of a lover refin'd. 


The pleaſure's not full, 
But damnably dull, 
When too willing a miſtreſs we find; 
I'd have her firſt frown, 
Her puſſion difown, 


And begin by degrees to be kind. 


Accnus, god of mortal pleaſure, 
Ever give me thy dear treaſure; 
How I long for t'other quart ! 
Ring, and call the drow!y waiter, 
Hither, &c. 
Since "tis no later, 
Whiy ftou!d good companions part? 
He that's willing, 
Wnip a ſhilling ; 
Follow this example round: 
F you'd wear 2 lib'ral ſpirit, 
Put about, Cc. 
Put about the gen'rous claret, 
Alter death no drinking's found. 


AY that fallen garland by thee, 
Keep it for ti Elyftan Lade; 
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Take my wreath of luſty ivy, 
Not of that faint myrtle made; 
When I ke thy foul deſcending, 
To that cald unfertile plain ; 
Thou ſhalt wear this crown again. 


CHORUS. 


Now drink wine, and know the Odds, 
'Fwixt that Lethe and the gods. 


Rouſe thy dull and drowly ſpir its, 
Here's the foul-reviving ſtreams ; 
The ſtupid lover's brain inherits 
Think not thou theſe diimal trance: 
With our raptures can contend ; 
The hd that laughs, and fings, and dances, 
Shall come ſooneſt to his end. 


CHORUS. 


Sadneſs may ſome pity move, 
Mirth and courage conquer love. 


Fie, then, on that cloudy forchead, - 
Ope thoſe vainly croiled arms: 
Thou mayſt as well cal! back the buried, 
As raiſe love by ſuch like charms. 
| Sacrifice a glaſs of claret, 
To each letter of her name ; 
Cods have oft deſcended for it, 
Mortals fure muſt do the fame. 
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If ſhe comes not at that flood, 
Sleep will come, and that's as good. 


G 


or, a coquet in her prime, 
The vaineſt fickleſt thing alive, 
Behold the ſtrange effects of time! 
Marries, and dotes nt forty-five, 
' So weather-cocks, that for a while 
Have vecr'd about with every blaſt, 
| Grown old, and deſtitute of oil, 
Rult to a point, and fix at laſt, 


| His great world is a trouble, 
| | Where all muſt their fortunes bear ; 


Make the moit of the bubble, 
You'll have but neighbours fare. 
| Let not jealouſy teafe yc, 
| Think ot nought but to pleate ve, 
What's paſt, tis but in vain 
For mortals to with again. 


j When dull cares do attack ye. 

Drinking will thote clouds rep:: : 

Four good bottles will make vc 
Happy, they ſeldom fail. 

If a fitth ſhould be wanted, 

Aſk the gods, 'twill be granted. 

Thus, with eaſe, you'll obtain 

A remedy for all your pain. 
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WV Hen fit procreation began, 

Ere forms interrupted the bliſs, 
Each woman might love any man, 
Each man any woman might kiſs. 


The youth who beheld a plump lafs, 
Declar'd in tew words his requeſt ; 
Nor whin'd like an amorous as, 
Nor ever departed unbleſt. 


The girl who was ripe for the game, 
Look'd out for a ſizeable lad; 

Then frankly diſcover d her flame, 

And what ſhe demanded, ſhe had. 


But while they thus revell'd at large, 
And bantlings increas'd in their kind. 
The father what mortal could tind ? 


And women repin'd at their lot ; 
The queen Matrimogy ordain'd, 

That each might maintain what he pot. 
While under this petticoat rule, | 
The men were oblig'd to fubmit ; 
The wife went abroad, and the foot 
Still ound all that came in his net. 


The men on this ſyſtem retin'd ; 
They granted the union for life ; 
But made (their chaſte ſpouſes to bind) 
The huſband the head of the wife. 


Tradition eſtabliſh'd the cheat; 
(Tradition makes all thinge divine), 
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Still may the decrees of the ſtate 
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To ſhining theatres he now repairs, 
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It aw'd the dull croud ; but the great 
What precept could ever confine ? 


The facred lawgivers of yore, 
And all the old fages of Greece, 
Could lily diſpenſe with a ſcore, 
Though others had but one apiece. 


'Twas thought for the good of mankind ; 
So into the canons it paſt ; 

The mob will for ever be blind; 
And therefore 'tis likely to laſt. 
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Impoſe on an ignorant realm : 
Let us our own charter create, 
And do as they do at the helm. 


When one has the beauty to charm, 
And t' other the manhood to pleaſe, 
In love can there be any harm, 
Ariſing from motives like theſe ? 


EE, from the filent grove Alexis flies, 
And ſceks, with ever- pleaſing art, 
To eaſe the pain which lovely eyes 
Created in his heart. 


To learn Camilla's moving airs, 
While thus to muſic's power the ſwain addrefs'd his 


pray'rs. 
Muſic, oh compoſe my anguiſh ! 
Ev'ry paſſion yields to thee : 
D d 
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Pheebus, quickly then relieve me:; 
Cupid ſhall no more deceive me; 
Fl to fprightlier joys be free. 
Apollo heard the foolith fwain ; 
He knew, when Daphne once he lov'd, 
How weak t'aſſuage an am'rous pain, 
His own harmonious harp had prov'd, 
And all his healing herbs how vain. 
Then thus he ſtrikes the ſpeaking ſtring 
+ Preluding to his voice and ſings: 
Sounds, though charming, can't relieve then; 
Do not, ſhepherd, then deceive thee 
Muſic is the voice of love. 
If the tender maid believe thice, 
Soit relenting, 
Kind conſenting | 
Will alone thy pain remove. | 
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Ox TRV me, artiſan, a bowl | 
Of lilver, ample as my foul ; | 


And in the bright compartments bring 
The fweet protuſion of the ſpring: 
Let that fair ſcaſon, rich in flowers, 
Shad roles in ambroſial ſhowers ; 

Yet ſimply plain be thy deſign, 

A. feſtive banquetting of wine. | 
No hieroglyphics let it have ; 

No foreign myſterics engrave : 
Let no blood-thirſty herocs wield 
Rough armour in the filver field ; 
Bat dri.w me Jove's delightful bor, 
Bacchus, the god of wine and jor : | 
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I We're only doom'd to fall, my boys, 
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Let Venus with light ſtep advance, 
And with gay Hymen lead the dance, 
Beneath the leaf-embelliſh'd vine, 
Full of young grapes that promiſe wine ; 
Let Love, without his armour, meet 
The meck-cy'd Graces laughing fweet, 
And on the poliſh'd plain ditplay 

A group of beauizous boys at play ; 
But no Apollo, god of day, 
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OW ſtands the glaſs around, 
Of which we take no care, my boys ? 
How ſtands the glaſs around? 
Let wine and mirth abound, 
The trumpets found ; | 
The colours they do fly, my boys; 
To fight, Kill, or wound, 
As you'll be found 
Contented with your chear, my boys, 
On the cold ground. 


Why, foldiers, why 
Should we be melancholy, boys? 
Why, foldiers, why, 
Whoſe buſineſs is to die ? 
Why ſigh then? fie ! 
Damn care, drink on ; be jolly, boys, 
Tis he, you, or I, 
Cold, hot, wet, or dry, 


We ſcortt to fly. 
D d 2 
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Tis but in vain, 

I mean not to upbraid you, boys, 
"Tis but in vain 
For ſoldiers to complain; 

Sends you to him who made you, boys, 
Perhaps in pain ; 
But if we remain, 

A bottle and kind landlady 
Cures all again. 


EEE 
OU fay, you love, and twenty more 


Have figh'd, and faid the fame before: 
And yet I fwear, I can't tell how, 
I neer believ'd a man till now. 


'Tis ſtrange, that I ſhould credit give 
To words, who know that words deceive, 
And lay my better judgment by, 

To truſt my partial car or eye. 

Tis ten to one I had deny'd 

Your fait, had you to-morrow try'd ; 
But faith, unthinkingly, to-day, 

My heedleſs heart has gone aſtray. 
To bring it back would give me pain, 
Perhaps the ſtruggle too were vain ; 
I'm indolent, fo he that gains 

My heart, may kcep it for his pains. 
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Arx the muſes Cupid found, 
And with wreaths of roſes bound, 
Bound him faſt, as ſoon as caught, 

And to blooming Beauty brought. 
Venus with large ranſom ſtrove 

To releaſe the god of love. 

Vain is ranſom, vain is fee, 

Love refuſes to be free. 

Happy in his roſy chain, 

Love with Beauty will remain. 


(mm bile Prin, and of us 
Crown this night with pleaſure ; 
Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deſtroy our pleaſure. 
Fill up the mighty tparkling bowl, 
That ev'ry true and loyal foul 


We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 
And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. 


SAA 
That love to tope good wine, 
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Let us offer up a hogſhead 
” Unto our maſter's fþrine. 

And a-toping we will go, Oc. 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a reaſon why; 
"Tis a great fin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar drv. 
And a-toping, Gc. 
In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought twas too ſevere. 
And a-toping, &c. 
He fuld a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a ſup, 
But had it been a gallon-pot, 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly ; 

But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, 
And a-toping, Gr. 
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What cannot tears and beauty do? 


Think then the time we now are waſting; 


or SONGS 

| QF mir een re hs made! 
Beneath the myrtle's amorous ſhade 

The charming, fair Corinna lies, . 

All melting in defire, 

Quenching in tears thoſe flowing eyes, 
That ſet the world on fire. 


The youth by chance came by, and knew 

For whom thote cryſtal ftreams did flow ; 
And though he ne'er before 

To her eyes“ brighteſt rays did bow, 
Weeps wo, and does adore. 


So when the heavens ſerene and clear, 

Gilded with gaudy light, appear, 

Each craggy rock, and ev'ry ſtone 
Their native rigour keep ; 

But when in rain the clouds fall down, 
The hardeſt marbles weep. 


HL oe, be wiſe, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my love at fich a rate; 
Should I your ſcorn return, twill vex you, 
Love much abus'd, will turn to hate. 


How can fo lovely, fair a creature 
Put on the looks of cold diſdain $ 

Women were firſt deſign'd by nature 
To give a pleaſure, and not a pain. 


Kindneſs creates a flame that's laſting, 
When other charms are fied away ; 


Throw off thoſ: frowns, and love obcy. 
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trees did bud, and fields were greer, 
And broom bloom'd fair to fee ; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
_ And love haugh'd in ber ee; 
Blithe Davie's blinks her heart did move 
To fpeak her mind thus free, 

And 1 ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad furpaſs, 
That dwelt on this buraſide ; 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
" Juſt meet to be a bride; 
Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her e en were bonny blue; 
Her locks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 
As down the burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they faid ! 
Fs cheeks to bers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd : 
| Till baith at lengrh impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 
In yonder vale they lean'd them down ; 
Love only faw the reſt. 
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2 to beauty to be ſuing, 
THE; Ever whining, love diſdaining ; 

Stil be conqu ring, not complaining, 


* 
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or SONGS 
wine in 2 morning, 


2 Makes us frolic and gay, 
That like eagles we ſoar, 

In the pride of the day ; 
Gouty fots of the nighe 
_ Only find a decay. 
"Tis the fun ripes the grape, 

And to drinking gives light ; 
We imitate him, 

When by noon we're at height : 
They ſteal wine who take it, 
When he's out of ſight. 


Boy, fill the glaſſes, 
Fill them up, now he ſhines; 
The higher he riſes, 
The more he refines ; 
For wine and wit fall, 
As their maker declines. 


ET a ſet of ſober aſſes 

Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 

While water, tea, 

And milk agree, 
To · ſet cold brains a-thinking ; 
Power and wealth, 


Beauty, health, 
Wit aud mirth in wine are crown'd : 


. 
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The ancient fefts on happineſs | 
All differ'd in opinion 5 

But wiſer rules ' 

Of modern ſchool, 

In wine fix their dominion. 

Power and wealth, &c. 

Wine gives the lover vigour, 

Makes poets write, 

And foldiers fight, 

And friendſhip do its duty. 

Wine was the only Helicon, 

Whence poets are long-liv'd ſo; 

"Twas no other main, 

Than briſk champaign, 

Whence Venus was deriv'd too, 
; When heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kinds of ill had fent us, 

In a merry mood, 

A bottle of good 

Was cork'd vp, to content us. 

All wine is nurſe to, 

- OX er'ry vice deſtroyer, 
Gives dullards wit, 
Makes juſt the cit, 
Our care and forrow drowning. 
Who rails at the bowl, 

Is a Turk in's foul, 
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And a Chriſtian ne'er ſhould own him : 


a 
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Pontius in rage contradifted his wiſe, - 
You never yet ald me one uud in your life. 


Vex'd Pontia no way would this theſis allow, 
You're a cuckold, fays ſhe, do I tell you wrath now? 


Drinks all the rain and rivers up : 
The ſun too thirſts, and ſtrives to drain 
The ſea, the rivers, and the rain; 
And nightly, when his courſe is run, 
The merry moon drinks up the fun. 
Then give me wine, and tell me why, 
My friends, ſhould all things drink but I ? 
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f OUL D you gain the tender creature, . 
Softly, gently, kindly treat her ; 
Suffering is the lover's part : 

Beauty by conſtraiat poſſeſſing, 
You enjoy but half the bleſſing, 


Y drinking drive dull care away, 
Be briſk and airy, 
Never vary 

In your tempers, but be gay. , 
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Lat nd know ao enen; 
We all were born (mankind agree) 
Fram dull veflefiicn to be free ; 
But he that drinks nor cannot be: 
- Thaw Tatar your common. 


We only meet to celebrate N 
The day which brought us to this ſlate, [ 
= But not to curſe nor yet to hate N 
4 The hour of our creation. 
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